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РКЕЕАСЕ 


This booklet ‘Some Memories, Some Reflections’ would not 
have seen the light of the day had not militancy struck Kashmir, 
resulting in migration on a large scale, particularly of the 
Kashmiri Pandit Community. After suffering huge losses both 
of life and property, the migrants deserved more sympathy, 
more succour than they actually received. The whole episode 
is painful and heart-rending and made a deep, painful impres- 
sion on the author. 


The author nostalgically remembers his home land (at present 
outof bounds for him and his brethren migrants) its traditions, 
customs and its liberal way of life and mourns the great loss 
that the change in circumstances has brought about ! 


No Claim is made for any literary excellence or scholarship in 
this booklet. The author is nota writer of prose, much [ess is he 
a poet. The only reason for writing 18 that regret and lament 
should not be suppressed and can perhaps, be best expressed 
in no language but a cry . 

I am deeply greatful to my nears and dears for their keen 
interest in printing this booklet. | 


Mohan Kishen Tickoo, 
Gandhi Nagar, 
Jammu. 


FOREWORD 





A Collection of Shri Mohan Kishen Tickoo’s Writings Under the 
fitle Some Memories Some Reflections’ Was Published In 1994. | 
wrote a review on it which was published in Jan 1995 in Kashyap 
Samachar of Jammu. It reads as under : Quote. 


Shri Tickoo is an illustrious son of Kashmir . He has been a life 
long political activist for which he has seen a spell of jail also. An 
eminent advocate, a distinguished officer of the state Judicial 
service, a vocal member of the state legislature, a cabinet Minister, 
Chairman of the Legislative council, he has made a mark for 
himself in all these fields, which is well known to the public. He 
retired from active life in 1987 at the age of 76 and is now devoting 
his time to Literary pursuits and rendering assistance to many 
who seek his advice. 


A Less known facet of his personality is his flare for writing 
English Prose and poetry. His writings have been randomly 
appearing in some journals and Local newspapers and these have 
been well received and appreciated. This year, a collection of 
some of this writings have been published by Sharika Publishers, 
Delhi, in a booklet form. The booklet is unpriced and in private 
circulation. It has a very good get up and print. It contains 4 tales 
and 9 poems, some of them short ones and a few long ones. 


The vale of Kashmir and its secular harmonious and peaceful 
atmosphere form the back drop, but there are some cries of 
anguish also at the holocaust that has in recent past swept the 
valley. The writings are a mixed bag. Some writings are personal 
remembrances written in Gandhi style of truth. There are few a 
humourous and interesting ancedots. Man ly writings are an 
expression of sadness, pain and nostalgic rememberances of the 
heart-rending agency of the migration, the miserable and Physical 
and emotional pain of the present stage. It is remarkable that there 
is по trace of anger against the perpetrators of the crimes, 


but only 
a bemoaning of the state of the Migrants. 


Shri Tickoo gives in а lucid way glimpses of our age old traditions 
of courtesy, compassion and universal Love. He laments the loss 
of ‘paradise’ with all its glamour, grace, beauty, love and ties of 
affection between all its people. He also dwells on the weakness of 
the people, which probably are necessary for survival when 
conditions are adverse. His plaint of ‘the Chinars of Kheer Bhawani’ 
is vibrant with deep felt Bhakti and agony at the separation ... 
‘Death of migrant Grandpa <... draws a picture of the misery of the 
migrants ... ° what happened three years ago’... draws a poignant 
picture of what was and which can not be regained. 


The booklet needs to go in to a second edition and should be priced 
nominally so that it is more widely read by people who have 
suffered and are still suffering, so that they feel that there is a heart 
that bleeds for them. The younger generation will benefit more for 
its perusal for it paints a picture that was, but can unquote never 
again to materialise. 


It is pleasure that the suggestions in the above quoted review has 
been accepted and another edition of the collection, with the 
addition of latest poems and prose writings is being published. It 
is in the fitness of things that this collection should be more widely 
available, so that the people at large can feel the poignant sufferings 
and travails of those who have faced murder and violence and been 
forced out of their homes and hearths from their ancestral land and 
been dispossessed of all movable and immovable properties. 
'Chinars of Kheer Bhawani' forms the central theme of this collection. 
These chinars symbolise the religious, emotional and cultural 
heritage of thousands of years of the origin and fruition of the core 
culture of the original inhabitants of the vale of Kashyap Rishi. The 
poet is reminded of the blessings of the mother, which in his exile 
into the hot plains actas balm to the wounds of separation from the 
motherland. It is a plea to the mother not to forsake her children. 


With all the present sufferings the writer has not lost his sense of 
humour and has relieved the gloom by writings like’ Samroo The 
Smiling Sweepress’ Advice to budding cricketers’. The writer has 


not lost all hope and basic values of humanism are expressed in ^ 
Then and now “and” The return of The Heirloom”. 


Shri Mohan Kishen Tickoo is an ailing man. In a condition of partial 
physical incapacity not able to move about freely nor able to 
converse fluently. But he is a man of intellectual clarity and it is a 
tribute to his will power that his literary output continues to flow. 
“А Paralytic and the Moon” is almost autobiographical. 


Ihave great reverence and regard for him and feel honured to write. 
the foreword, an honour I feel is scarcely deserved. May the mother , 


grace this distinguished son of Kasheer with many years of fruitful 
intellectual output. 


Jammu (Prof J N.DURANI) 


August 1997 


THE AUTHOR 


Mohan Kishen Tickoo S/o Shri Balbadar Tickoo was born in 
Srinagar (Kashmir) on the 3rd of Dec. 1911. He graduated 
from S.P. College Srinagar with Hon's in English. He was 
sentenced to undergo rigorous imprisonment for six months 
for taking part in the so-called Roti agitation. After his 
release from Jail he joined the Delhi University for L.L.B. 
and passed the said examination in 1934 standing first. For 
this distinction he was awarded gold medal for being the 
best candidate in law for the year. He then joined the 
Srinagar Bar and practiced asa lawyer. In 1947, soon after the 
raiders were driven out of Baramulla, he was sent as 
“Special Magistrate Baramulla”. He then served the Judicial 
Department till 1967 when he retired as Vigilance 
Commissioner (Judicial). He was soon employed as Member 
of the Anti-Corruption Tribunal in which capacity, he served 
till 1971. 


In 1975, after the accord between Sheikh Mohammad Abd. ulla 
and the Centre, he was taken in as Minister of State for law. 
In 1977, he was made a member of the Cabinet in which 
capacity he served till Sept. 1982. 


He was elected as Chairman of the J&K Legislative Council 
іп 1984, He served as Chairman till 1987 (Моу.) 


Atpresent he lives in Jamm u. His address is 178A/D Gandhi 
Nagar Jammu (Tawi) Phone No. 435 275. 
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A migrant and Bulbuls of the Valley. 4G 


SAMROO THE SMILING 
SWEEPRESS 


( Part A ) 


ШІ 

Samroo the smiling Sweepress 

A picture of health and happiness 
Breasts full and firm, limbs flawless 
Locks long and rebellious 

Depth of the Dal lake in her gazzle eye 
Where from warning signals fly 

A serene smile on her rosy face 
Full of charm, full of grace 

Body nimble, gait bold 

A sublime spectacle to behold. 


Ш] 


Beauty covered by a layer of dust 
That is Samroo the sweepress 

The Moon behind thin haze 

Looks still beautiful to human gaze 
Soft-spoken, mild, modest. 

But when roused to anger 

Ву some wags' misbehavior 

She fights back like tigress. 


ІШІ 


Braving the blaze of the Summer Sun 


Facing the freezing cold of winter morn 
Attired in garments inadequate and torn 


Fights filth with perseverance 


Now with bare hands, now with broom 
Saving mankind from an imminent doom 


of falling a prey 
To the scourage of dreadful pestilence. 


[IV] 


Working hard day after day 

In lieu of a mere pittance 
Sweeping, sweeping, sweeping 
Availing of no holiday 

Running the risk of contamination 
Without a grumble, without a sigh 
Jeopardising her own safety 

She makes our lives worth living 


[V] 


Beauty though sprung from a slum 
Deserves regard, consideration 
Lotus which has roots in the mud 


Is reverntly placed on the Deity's head. 


[ VI] 


Long live Samroo the Sweepress 
She serves the cause of cleanliness 
Cleanliness is godliness 

Handsome is as handsome does 
Samroo is doubly blessed. 
Samroo the smiling sweepress 


[1] 


SAMROO THE SMILING 
SWEEPRESS 


( Part B ) 
[1] 


One day while sweeping the compound 
Of an infatuated Brahmin boy 

Who sensing that none was around 

An appropriate opportunity thus found 
For unburdening his heavy heart 

So coming near, whispered into her ear 
"Samroo dear, Samroo dear 

From me you have nothing to fear 

I love you heart and soul 

Never a man loved a woman more 

I will make you a good husband 
Provided you give consent. 


[11] 


І am М.А. (History) Ist class 

My knowledge is both deep and vast 

I know what happened in the hoary past 
And can also the future forecast 

I am physically fit, mentally sound 

Such life partners are not easily found 
With ties of regard and affection 

To you I shall remain entirely bound 

One thing more important 


Our marriage will create a good precedent 


Twice borns will marry low castes 
And raise them up in public estimation 
I will make you a good husband 

Pray give your consent. 


SAMROO'S REPLY 


Ш 

You ате M.A. Ist Class. 

Iam Mandal Pass, Ist class 
According to new dispensation 
Last comes the first, first the last 
I come the first, you the last. 


Ш] 


Brahmins with eyes glued to the skies 
Made astounding calculations 

They wrote splendid poetry. 

Full of wisdom and vitality 

They taught the greatest lesson 
‘Whole World is one family’ 

But they ignored the ground reality 
By supporting the caste system. 

They contradicted what they taught, 
Thus sowed the seeds of disunity, 
Which weakened the whole country. 
Now you propose to marry me 

‘And raise me up in public estimation’ 
I am not prepared to agree 

I am in favour of caste perpetuation . 


[2] 


PREVIOUS HISTORY ОЕ THE 
PATIENT 


It all began on that fateful day 
when the two arch rivals, 
Bharat the land of Brahma, 
Pakistan the land of Allah, 
Having reached the finals 
Locked horns in a fierce contest 
For the Sharjah Cricket cup 


The situation was intriguing 

As the last Pak pair was in 

Last ball was to be bowled 

Pak to make four and the match to win 
A piquant situation that ! 

As anything could happen. 


A large section of the crowd 

Was chanting hymns to the beats of drums 
imploring Lord Ganpati 

To grant Bharat victory. 


Another section more vociferous 

Was praying to Allah. the wise the Mighty, 
To grant Pak success, 

Crown it with glory 


In an atmosphere surcharged with 
Alternating hopes and fears 

Hindu hymns and Muslim prayers 
Lusty cheers and silent tears 
Encouraging Slogans, discouraging jeers 


Chetan Sharma of Bharat 

Bowled the last ball 

A rank bad one ! 

It was hit by Miandad, The Pak veteran 
With all the force at his command 
With all the skill he could boast of 
It turned out to be a huge six 

"High, hard and handsome" 
Sealing the fate of the opponent 

As higher and higher soared the ball 
Lower and lower sank my heart 


Some wags proclaimed Pak victory 
Crying hoarse hysterically 

“Allah has won 

Ishwar has lost 

What a great fun ! 

What a great fun ! 


With a broad grin on his face 
The hero in triumph, bat raised high 


Amidst thunderous applause 

Ran back to the Pavilion 

Receiving a standing ovation 

From the stands agog with excitement 
Bharat once again lost a match 

Which ordinarily it should have won 

A clear case of casual approach 

То a solemn occasion 

The last over was entrusted to a bowler 
Who by common consent 

Was junior in experience. less competent 
A case of faulty calculation 

Which left Bharat stunned. 

My heart till then beating loud and fast 
Suddenly turned a somesault 

With a thud it hit my bony-cage 

Then abruptly came to a halt. 


Very fortunately for me 

I found handy 

A flask of brandy 

("or was it whisky ?") 

Though till then a tee-tottler 

I drank it neat in despair 

In the hope of reviving my failing heart 
Mercilessly mauled by Miandad 


"Pray don't die, please don't die" 
Wailed my wife, sitting near-bye 
She tore her hair scratched her face 
Of her bangles, she left no trace 
She cut her frock, slapped my face 


Gave me artificial respiration ! 
She created a scene. from the grip of death 
Her husband to wean 


" Your first duty is to your children" 
Numbering three fourths of a dozen 
They would be on the road 

If you pop off, if you pop off 

You must live long to give them support 
Death is a luxury you can't afford" 


Timely drink of alcohol 

Fairly quickly did the trick 

It cut short my fainting fit 
Brought me round, partly sound 
But inside me, a battered heart 
Mercilessly mauled by Miandad 
Though in age past eighty-three 
I still nurse the injury. 


i3] 


EXODUS - HOW MANY TIMES ? 


Ш 
1) 
Migrants looking weary and sad 
Always talk of their motherland 
Land made habitable by Kashyup Rishi 
A widely known Karam Yogi . 
He drained the formidable Sati Sar. 
A lake of mystery and wonder. 
This an astonishing engineering feet 
Of great courage and calibre. 

This daring operation gave birth 
To Paradise on Earth. 

ІШ 

Kasheer - the glorious Kasheer 

Home of Kyshap's progeny for centuries 
Of all places home is the best. 

Pandits nourished it with zeal and zest 
By their amazing contributions 

In the fields of Sculpture, Architecture 
Philosophy, Fine Arts, Literature 
Religion, Astronomy, Health-care 
Pandits left a deep impress 

On Kashmir's composite culture. 

By dint of their hard labour 

They helped Kashmir to prosper. 


[111] 
(2) 


Then suddenly struck militancy, 

Hell was let loose in the valley. 
Intimidation stifled free expression 
And established rule of the gun 

Once again, once again, 

To Pandits' long history of persecution 
Was added a new Chapter. 

Of terror and torture 

By abuse, “friendly advice", intimidation, 
Murder, loot and arson 

A devastating exodus 

Of back-breaking proportions 
Was thrust on them. 


ШУ) 


Taken by surprise, dazed апа demoralised 
Stabbed in the back by foe and friend 


Pandits were made to leave the v 
And to distant lands flee 

For sustenance, shelter and safety 

The world turning a Nelson's eye 

To the staggering losses suffered by them 
Of life and property. i 


[V] 


Many others, though Muslim by faith 
But not prepared to participate 

In propagating hymns of hate 

To achieve the goal of Secession, 
Were made to meet the same fate. 


alley 


VI 


(3) 

Once before this, once before 
Zain-ul-Abedin Bud Shah 
Moved by justice and equity 
Softened by pleadings of Sri Buth 
Called Pandits back 

To the forsaken valley 

Where from, because of persecution 
Almost the entire community 
To preserve their way of life 
Their age-old traditions 

And the honour of their women 
Had fled in different direction. 


[VII] 


"History repeats itself' Says the historian 
" How many times ?" asks a 

hapless migrant 

" That depends upon your 

strength - afterall 

"Тһе weaker has always to go to the wall’. 


[4] 


ADVICE BY А SENIOR LAWYER 
TO A NEW ENTRANT. 


[1] 

What I am going to unfold 

Is more than sixty years old 

One afternoon in the month of June , 
When fresh from the university, 
Soon after passing LL.B. 

With steps unsure, Prayers on lips , 
Hesitant, confused, clumsy, 

I approached the Srinagar Bar 

To join the great fraternity, 

After fulfilling some formalities 
Shaking hands, paying fees 

I was enrolled as a member of the Bar 


The ceremony was witnessed by mute chinars. 


П] 

Some senior lawyers put questions to me 
To make a little fun of me 

Incidentally to assess my ability. 

This ragging of a mild sort ! 

One whispered to the other 

" His cheeks are red like a rose 

They may awkward problems pose" 
"Wait and watch" replied the other 

" What poses a problem, solves some other" 
A third made the assessment 

“He meek, shy and dumb 

Great draw-backs for a new entrant" 


ІШІ 


Next morning he took me under his wing 
‘To make something out of nothing’ 
Then the kind-hearted stalwart 

To me the following advice impart 
“Loosen your tongue, muster courage to talk 
Anything - civil, slang, decent, indecent. 
Nothing is scandalous if relevant. 

A lawyer who has risen to the top 

Is master of all arts, jack of none 

For him all subjects under the sun 

Are worth study and relevant 

Tongue tied how can you attack or defend 
All that requires an argument 

A dumb lawyer is a laughing stock 

A shy lawyer is a big flop. 


ПУ) 


“Don't Бе scared of amorous talk 
Sometimes called by various names 
It destroys shyness root and branch 
widens the horizon, improves the tone, 

It is health-giving, full of charm 

Adds to life-span, causes no harm. 

It means in-take of hormones at no cost, 
It is indulged in by all sorts. 

Slang is a part of life, it is not a snake 
Accept the facts for God's sake. 
Desperate maladies do desperate remedies yield 
To cure snake-bite we cobra venom need. 


[V] 


" So begin from the beginning 
Profiting by Haddi Mithas 

Study afresh rules and laws 

Thus provide thyself a strong base 
To successfully conduct, say a rape case 
Let forbidden words fluently flow 
From the tip of your liberated tongue 
To cause a dent in the opposition argu- 
ment 

But first; my dear, shyness shun 

Well begun is half-done. 


[VI] 


"Life is not your loving wife 
Take no undue liberties 
Expect no fat dowries 

No enticing entreaties 

Life is a relentless accountant 
Calculating, exact to the penny 
Better chances of success for them 
Who on self-help depend. 


[VII] 


Success comes by burning midnight oil 
Proficiency by tears and toil 

For the hard ascent to the top 
Make honest dealing your staff. 


[VIII] 


Saints, Sages, philosophers 

Professors, preachers, leaders 

тау be the wisest of men 

But they are no good as clients 

In paying fees they feel hesitant P 


Their main interest is to teach lessons 
The best policy in dealing with them 
Is to patiently listen, keeping absolutely mum 


[IX] 


Murderers, rapist, burglars 
husband-haters, wife-beaters 

Dregs of the Society they are called 
But we lawyers owe them a lot 
They are good pay-masters 

Help them turn a new leaf 

You alone can do. it, if anyone can 
Tell them it is time to mend 

As life is too brief, as life is too brief. 


JHEEL DAL AND MIGRANTS 


[1] 


(1) 

Widely renowned Jheel Dal 

As an irresistible charmer 
Heaven of repose and tranquillity 
Unsurpassed in Beauty. 


[1] 


Kashmir's great benefactor 
‘Friend’ guide’ philospher' 

We migrants love dearly 

you and your brothers three 
Wular, Anchar, Manasbal 
Scions of the lake family. 


ІШ) 


Lake of stunning beauty 

Full of charm and fascination 
Countless are your conquests 
Not of territories but of men 
Not by the use of a gun 

But by gentle persuasion 

By silent transformation 


[IV] 


Man's conquests make slaves of men 
Cause death and destruction 

Generate hatred, arouse passion 

Sow the seeds of separation. 


[V] 

[2] 

Your conquests on the other hand 
Spill no blood, cause no devastation. 
You never make use of the gun 
Beauty is your sole weapon 

An attribute of Almighty 

Teaches man sublimation 

Fills the soul with blissful peace 
Gives а taste of emancipation 
Eliminates Strain and Stress 
Induces Poise and Proportion 


[6] 


[VI] 


Wide -ranging, wondrous water bowl 

Abode of lotus, fish and fowl 

Tell us who is your creator ? 

Who your beautician ? Who mentor ? 

What beauty treatment do you receive 
You go on changing your complexion ? 
Who conceived and designed you, 

Chose this remarkable site for you ? 
Taught you to give equal treatment to all. 
Be one great, be one small ? 


[VI] 


Who taught you to sing and dance 

To stay still, go into a trance 

What relationship you bear to us (ті- 
grants) 

That you keep on summoning us 
Your myraid, melodious songs 

Soothe the soul, our joy enhance. 

No Shakespeare, no Kali Das, no Runt 
Could ever compose with such felicity. 


[VII] 


(3) 

Your beauty beckons 

The call reverberates in our hearts. 

Who likes to resist Beauty's command 

To disobey beloved's demand 

We migrants are ready to rush back to you 
Offer love and allegiance to you 

To meet our life-long friend 

After a painful separation. 


[IX] 


But what can we migrants do 
When all the roads leading to you 
Are blocked and barred 

By trigger-happy militants 
Guarding all strategic points 

With guns under their pherans 
Waiting to approach 

Your silent and sacred shores. 


[X] 

All these nefarious designs 

Are meant to deny unarmed migrants 
Kashmir's oldest residents 

Peaceful, bonafide citizens 

Their inalienable right to meet friends. 


[XI] 


We migrants yearn to go back to you 

To set our eyes once again on you 

To hear you sing, to see you dance 

To share with you a spiritual trance 

Then to have a dip in your waters deep 
Expansive, mighty of Sweep 

Let our souls and bodies meet 

In a long, loving clasp 

Let us hope the day is not far off. 


ADVICE TO BUDDING 
CRICKETERS BY A SPECTATOR 


Ш 


In this age of competition 

Test cricket is no frolific or fun 
It is a matter of life and death 

Give no quarter, expect none. 


ШІ 


Stamina is your greatest need 

Those lacking stamina seldom succeed 
Cultivate Stamina, skill and speed 
Keep the pressure on and never yield. 
Till you make sure of the shield 


ІШІ 


Velour alone doesn't gain victory 
Equally important is strategy 
If well planned, comprehensive 
Its impact may be decisive. 


ПУ) 


As in other spheres of life 

So in all play grounds 

Moments adverse or propitious 
Are not immutable, permanent 
Fall of a wicket or a dropped catch 
Can turn the tables in an instant 
And change the whole complexion. 


2 


[V] 

Adopt the policy 'do or die' 

Chances of your success will multiply 
Besides tenacity and talent 

You need nerves of steel and a cool tempera- 
ment 

Defensive tactics do not always pay 

Killer instinct wins the day 


[VI] 


A match is never lost or won 
Till the last ball is bowled 

It is never too late to mend 

Till the end, till the end. 


[VII] 


If in difficult situation 

Panic not, nor relent 

Attack on another front 

With stone-wall tactics defend 

In its best traditions play the game 
earn a name for yourself, 

For your country fame. 


[VII] 


A match winning contribution 
Deserves a special mention 
Great performances for ever live 
To inspire players old and new. 


THEN AND NOW 
[1] 


I have heard my grandpa say 

With tears glistening in his eyes, 

" The day you were born, that very day 
your poor mamma passed away ! 
Leaving behind problems galore 
unresolved, difficult of solution 

The most pressing, the most urgent one 
your precarious condition. 

Something was wrong with your chest 
Requiring immediate attention 
Delicately poised between life and death 
Desperately needing nourishment — 
Also careful handling, effective medication 


But for coping with the situation 
There was no lady in the house 
No adequate provision 


"In this hour of deep distress 

An angel of mercy visited us 

Our good neighbor Rehti 

A lady full of sympathy 

Experienced, dependable, trustworthy 
She offered to look after you 

Of her free will and consent 

To discharge what she thought to be 
Was her sacred duty. 


Then with love and devotion 
And undivided attention 
She breast-fed you for a year 
Treating you like a son. 


" She massaged your rickety limbs 
With health-ful oil and lotion 

She applied collyrium to your eyes 
To strengthen your vision 

Bathed you with germicidal herbs 
To prevent infection 

Thus she put you positively 

On the path to recovery 
Transformed a sickly babe 

Into a healthy and robust one !" 
This no mean achievement !" 


J; +, Many years sped by 
RAL and I, her foster son 


Now a youngman, full of vim and vigour 
Came very close to each other 

No barrier between us two 

Between the son and the mother 

This is bound to be so 

Where there is love and sympathy 


I was regarded to be 

A member of their family 

By Rehti and her good sons 
Always shown respect and regard 
Showered love and affection. 


But in this world of uncertainty 
Man can for long on nothing rely 
One dismal day suddenly 

Rehti bade her last good-bye 

The weight of the Moon fell on me 


I felt terribly lonely ! 18) 


[I] 
After this a few years of Іші 
A short, sweet, peaceful spell 
The militancy raised its ugly head 
And like a King Cobra struck 
It created terror far and wide 
Throughout the green valley 
Threatening with its hood and hiss 
And its frightful black tongue 
It paralysed all sections 
Bv indiscriminate use of the gun 
Killing and maiming mercilessly 

' It gained ascendancy 
With rape, loot and arson 
It turned paradise into hell 
With astounding ferocity 
With astonishing rapidity 


Lured by this militancy 

Of all people, my foster brothers 

My КеһН 5 sons 

Till then docile, gentle, good 

On the best of terms with me 

Took up automatic weapons 

To achieve the goal of secession 

The first step in this direction 

Was to get rid of me 

Their own foster-brother 

Son of Rehti, of blessed memory, 

For no fault on my part, 

By abuse and intimidation 

They forced me out of my home and heart 
My paradise, the place of my birth 

To make my return impossible 

They torched my house 

The house where I was born 

Where Rehti had fed me up. 

There is a lot of difference between Now 
and Then 

Then it was like heaven, Now it is like 
hell. 


Soe oe ووو‎ 
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THE RETURN OF THE HEIRLOOM 


Dear Pandit Ji, 
This is my first letter to you and in all probability the last. 


Let me first introduce myself. By profession Гат a burglar and a fairlly successful one. Pick 
pocketing is my subsidiary source of income. 


I belive in "whatever is worth doing is worth doing well", I give my best to the job I undertake. 
Earnest endeavour and though full of. planning mean more money at lesser risk. М) ly tools of 
house-breaking and the bunch of master keys, even after rendering service for about a 
quarter century are without a speck of rust. These tools help me in tackling any situation, 
Idlers and failures quarell with their tools. Successful ones repect them. 


God has endowd me with a soft, soudless, delicate touch, I accomplish the job without 
disturbing the sleep of the inmates of the house. No. lock is strong enough; no door or 
window secure enough to offer resistance to me. 


To gain admittance in well-to-do house-holds for Preparatory spot inspection I employ Vakhs 
of Lal Ded and shruks of Nund Rishi with deadly effect. All Kashmiris have weakness for 
these Vakhs and Shruks. Many of them believe that Kashmiriyat is nine-tenths the sublime 
message of these two towering personalities teaching respect for Ше in its various forms. 


Ican quote and sing them with a moderately melodious voice. ТІ hey earn admittance for me. 
You may call it " devil quoting the Scriptures" but the truth is that it is one of the tricks of m у 
trade. 


Cops regard me with suspicion because I (to quote them) live well without an ly ostensible 
means of livelihood but they have nothing tangible against me. ТІ hey look askance at me. I 
stare back at them without batting an eye. They turn about in disgust and defeat: 


I have great admiration for Mahadev Bhista (of blessed memory), a gentleman thief with 
many qualities of. head and heart. He robbed the rich to help the poor. He was a path setter, 


but other-wise I have always tried to follow in his foot steps. All this I have narrated to show 


how happy and contended I was, earning more than I needed, comfortably and smoothly. 
But then inexorably fate struck very suddenly and rudely, Militancy erupted in Kashmir and 
up-set my apple cart. House breaking became hazardous, Pick-pocketing difficult, My 
flourishing trade suffered a mortal blow and I was, so to sa y, on the mat. I had to sa y good- 


bye to burglary and Pick-pocketing not because ofan ly change of heart but beacause of change 
£n circumstances. 


But when one door is shut, God opens another. After a short interv, 1 

and sale of moveable property left behind by the migrants, There is pM ар ерше 
and what is more important it has curiously enough acquired legitimacy pe. e E 
This property is bought and sold in huge quantities. Instead of taking action un A la ror 
keep mum and go their way. Sellers and buyers ао а roaring business, Nobod ES i 0. Я 
though many frown at it. But one can’t fail to notice that a funera] atmos, cd 5, p 
same atmosphere one encounters when the ashes of a dead friend are m ae A oF 


[0]. 


Having said this much, now you, dear Pundit Ji, come into the picture. 


A few months before militancy came up to the surface, I very much wanted to commit a 
burglary in your house. In pursuit of m у design. I met you at your residence on the pretext 
that I had a dispute with my wife and wanted your guidance in the matter. After quoting 
a few vakhs of Lal Ded (which you very much appreciated) I said, “Sir, I venture to approach 
you for guidance,having heard that you are much married man, with vast experience of 
matters matrimonial. My marriage, I fear, is on the rocks. One marriage, I have found to my 


dismay, is too great a strain on a man. You, Sir, appear to be strain-proof. Kindly advise me 
and guide me.” 


Flattery moves mountains. My glib tongue did the trick. You felt elated. 


Volumes of words of wisdom flowed from your lips. But I was busy otherwise, making 
mental notes of the doors and the windows and the formidable grill for the purpose of 
house-breaking. Only one sentence struck to m ly memory ^ compromise is better than 
confrontation" you said. I thanked you and begged permission to depart. You did't allow 
me to do so. You placed a plate of fresh fruit before me and urged me to taste it. "You are 
in trouble ..... I feel disturbed", you said. 


After the fruit came the inevitabe Kashmiri Kehva. What a delightful cup of kehva it was 
brewed in a brass Samovar, glittering like gold, flavoured with safron, Cardomom, almonds 
and other spices. The Кеһуа was poured direct from the Samovar into a brass cup for my 
consumption. While I was sipping it slowly you went into raptures praising the Samovar. 
You revealed that this Samovar was a little less than a century old and had been brought by 
your grand-mother at the time of her marriage as a part of "satraat^ (house-hold utensils 
which a bride brings with her). Since then it had rendered service and was still going strong. 
You described it as a precious heirloom which alwa ys reminded you of your grand mother. 
You drew my attention to the name of your grand mother Posh-i-Mal engraved on it - Hero 
of thousands of delightful Kehva Cups, you called it. 


I left your residence but some thing inside me was deeply touched. My slumbering soul felt 
a little disturbed. 


A few months later I heard, that in hot haste you had left Kashmir and migrated to Jammu. 
I felt sad and shaken. 


Time sped by. Nothing can stop it. More than a year passed away and became shred of the 
past. In the meanwhile I struck to my business and made a small fortune. 


One day early in the morning when I was roaming about in connection with m y business of 
sale and purchase of property left behind by the migrants, Isaw ап auctioner was busy giving 
final touches and the auction was about to begin. A big crowd, as usual, had collected on the 
spot. 


The auctioner began with a Samovar. Raising it head high he drew the attention of the crowd 
to its exquisite make. “The workmanship convinces me that the old masters of Nihama (a 
village in Pulwama Tehsil famous for making utensils) have fashioned it and given its classic 
shape. The material is pure, design excellent. It is a thing of beauty, a joy for ever. Fortunate 
will be the last bidder. Let the bid start from Rs. 100/- said the auctioner. 


1 remembered and felt dumb folded. ^ It is the same батоуаг” I said to т ly self. Tears filled 
my eyes and 1 felt losing control over myself. With great effort I regained some of m Ly 
composure. Summoning courage I stepped forward and examined the Samovar taking it in 
my hands. There was no doubt about its identity, the name Posh-i-MAI was engraved on 
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it. “Rs. 200/-” I shouted wiping my eyes. My emotional behaviour did me a bad turn. Sensing 
my eagerness to obtain the Samovar others joined the contest. Finally the hammer came down 
in my favour for R. 1,000/-. Taking hold of the Samovar I wept like a child-the first time I had 
wept in my Ше. 


Early next morning hiding the Samovar іп a bag full of Kashmiri vegetables I left for Jammu 
іп a taxi. I reached Jammu in the evening. I spent the night in a hotel . after making enquiries 
about your address. 


I went to your residence the next morning. I saw you watering one foot high Chinar sapling 
in your compound. 


I handed over the bag of vegetables and the Samovar to you. 

"Where did you find the Samovar ? How good and Kind of you ;what is your name ? 
What mystery is this ? you enquired. 

“ You will know after a few days" I said and left. 


To avoid suspicion І rushed back to Srinagar. There I wrote and posted this letter to you 
informing you about the material particulars of what you called a mystery. 


I will patiently wait for the day of your return to Kashmir to have a cup of Kehve at your 
residence. i 


Wishing you well 


Your friend 


وو و چ 
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THE PARALYTIC AND 
THE MOON 


П] 


Up оп the skies, the majestic moon 
Noon to midnight, mid-night to noon 
Runs a non-stop unending race 

Round and round a neighbour in space 


[I] 


With a serene smile on its face 

Adding glamour to its grace 

it runs the race, it runs the race 
Calculated its steps, measured its pace 
Gravitational pull (some call it divine will) 
Keeping it in place. 


[ut] 


It receives light from the sun 
Shares it with the earth, its friend 
Its light dispelling darkness 

On the earth a festive occasion 


[1V] 


Waves leap mountain high 

To greet the moon іп the sky 

Lovers celeberate with song and dance 
Peacocks go into a trance. 


[V] 


Down below on the earth 
Mankind's home and hearth 
An old paralytic patient 
Facing sick bed confinement 
Body half-dead, half-alive 
A tragic-comic situation. 


[VI] 


His bed sores ooze pus and blood 
Cause concern, create dread 
Keeps on weeping, never go dry 
However hard the doctors try. 


[Vir] 


He fears long lonely nights 

Keeps his eyes glued to the skies 
Waiting for the moon to rise 

Sole companion of his sleepless nights 


[VIII] 


When the morale boosting moon 
By the paralytic is seen 

Floating across the skies 

Signs of stress, strain and fear 
From his face disappear. 


[IX] 


For the moon constant motion 

For the patient sick-bed confinement 
For the former never to fall ill 

For the latter little hope to get well 


[X] 


His attendents small in number 
Men, women even children 

Strip him naked without hesitation 
At odd hours, every now and then 
Wash hiis wounds, clean his bottom 
Apply antiseptic lotion. 


[XI] 


Lest his brittle bones break 
They ample care take 

Keeping on invoking Gods name 
While handling his fragile frame. 
[XUI] 


Bed-sores somewhat lose their sting 
Paralysis a part of its malignity 
Love has a healing quality 

Soothing is human sympathy 
Service of suffering humanity 

Is worship of Almighty 

An act of divinity. 


[ХШ] 


When festering sores cause pain 
To his fleshless frame 
[13] 


To his parched lips comes а prayer 
Faint and feeble, scarcely audible 
“Merciful Mother Parvati 

The prodigal longs to return to thee 
Kindly find for him a seat 
Somewhere near your feet 

If his history sheet stands in the way 
He has only this much to say 

Let your will be done 

Whatever the consequence." 


ووو چ 


PRAYER OF OLD MEN 


On Saturday we special prayers offer 

We contribute liberally and fill the temple 
coffer 

We dont mind sharing a bottle of booze, 
After a shifting scrutiny a safe brand we 
choose, 

With devotion doubled by mild intoxica- 
tion, 

We turn to Him in utter submission. 

Old age is second childhood, overlook our 
indiscretion, 

Most of us are in agony because of old age 
ailments, 

Kindly don't be perturbed, whatever it is, 
we are content, 

Lest our pain trouble your tender heart. 
And in your compassion you order us 
depart, 

We repectfully make it clear, once for all 
In spite of various ailments, we do not 
want to depart, 

Don't fold our tents, Kindly don't do so, 
We don't want to go - please Iet it be so, 
Lord God of three worlds, be with us yet, 
Note it down somewhere, lest you forget, 
Life is dear even with Parkinsons gall, 
Blood Pressure's deceptive rise and fall, 
Burning driplets of painful prostrate, 
Diabetics sure and steady energy waste, 


Saltless, sugarless foods, with abnoxious 
taste. 


ووو چ 
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Flash-Flood 
[1] 


Hissing and howling hurricane 
Sometimes a blessing, sometimes a bane 
May bring much-needed rain 

or like a tyrant gone insane 

Leave death and destruction in its train 


[I] 


One fateful day, it forced its way. 

Into a sleepy vale 

Surrounded by mountain chain 

Chiseled by Nature, the Master craftsman 


ГШ] 


With top speed and vengeful wrath 

It hit hard whatever crossed its path 
In the meanwhile clouds gathered fast 
Covered in the skies an area vast. 


[IV] 


It was darkness at mid-day 
Causing consternation, dismay 
City, town and the village 
Suffered huge damage ! 


[V] 


With thunder and lightning in vanguard 
The clouds led the fierce assault 

Down came the torrential rain 

subdued hills and the plain. 


[VI] 


Drains swelled into rivers 
Taking people unaware 
Man, animal and the tree 
The Earth's big three 
Suffered heavily ! 


[VII] 


This disastrous flash-ilood 

Left hundreds missing, thousands dead 
Men, women and children 

And innumerable cattle-head 

went down the drains 

To the dark and dismal sea-bed 

To share a comman grave 

Some timid, some brave. 

Some helpful, some helpless 

Some guilty, some guiit-less ! 


[VIII] 


Why the guilt-less should also suffer 2 
Ask те not, I can't tell. 

Ask Him who made us all 

Some big, some small. 


ووو چ 
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TALE TOLD BY GRANDMA 


One morning, once upon a time, a Pandit Dewan of a Pathan ruler of Kashmir was donning 
the durbar dress, his wife (the dewanni) was, as usual, lending a helping hand. She suddenly 
observed a grey hair in his black beard and triumphantly exclaimed,” Old (186, at last, 
creeping into you too—I am not the only one subjected to the ravages of time". The couple 
liked the wordy warfare fought within safe limits, free of all traces of acrimony. 


The dewan more in jest than in'earnest denied this charge of calling it an “optical illusion “ 
Let there be truce till I return from the durbar. Let the dispute ‘be kept under the basket' as 
fisherwomen do with their unending disputes, keeping them under the baskets, to be taken 
up at an appropriate time convenient to the parties concerned. The dewanni by way of 
accepting the truce suggestion, planted a kiss on his beard and bade him farewell. 


On his return from the Durbar the Dewan looked grave and thoughtful. This roused the 
apprehensions of his wife, aware as she was, that dewanship of an autocratic ruler was no 
crown of roses. She could cite instances of some powerful dewans, basking under the 
sunshine of the confidence of their bosses and exercising unquestioned authority and power, 
suddenly shown the door. 


n 


Placing a hot cup of kehwa before her husband she gently asked him," Has anything gone 
wrong ? Why do you look shaken and sad "Nothing went wrong, my dear. On the contrary 
everything went right, which it should not have, considering my inept handling of affairs. 
Everything going right in spite of my making a mess of it, makes me a little apprehensive" 
said the dewan. 


Use of cryptic language by the dewan, half revealing and half concealing his mind caused 
exasperation to his wife who complained " Things going right have made you apprehensive 
! what sort of logic is this ? Kindly don't talk in riddles, talk straight and allay my fears instead 
of adding to them". There by hangs a tale, "said the Dewan. "His Majesty commanded me to 
bring the mirror called the "wonder of wonders' from the Royal treasury and to personally 
hand it over to Her Majesty the senior queen. The mirror has a gold frame decked with 


diamonds. The purity of the material used and the artistic perfection of workmanship and 
delicacy of its design are breath-taking. 


The value of the mirror сап be anybody's guess. Іп compliance with the commands | went to 
the treasury housed in the top floor of the Rose palace. For reasons of safety and security the 
treasury has been so constructed that even during day-light it remains shrouded in semi- 
darkness. All windows remain shut. Treasuries and darkness are compatible bed fellows ! 


"To me, however darkness presented по difficulties, Having worked there for a number of 
years, 1 easily made it to the drawer in which the mirror la 


я í ; ( Bo y deposited and opening the lock 
obtained its possession. At this crucial juncture 1 remembered you and M Me of a 
grey hair and the resultant dispute which was kept under the basket to be taken up on my 
return from the durbar. You come un-announced 1 


: 10ипсей and authoritatively and occupy the central 
stage of my mind even when 1 am busy with important problems AL a 
soft and submissive, obdurate and assertive ! 7 / 


"Now that the mirror was in my charge, a desire to locate the offendi З Il 
: u 
it out there and then, strongly took hold ;of те fjending grey hair and to p 


, 50 that in the evenin 
; : ms : 9 I could prove you 
wrong and score a point against you. Now is the only time available to і is job, 
I argued with myself. me for doing this ) 


[16] 


To succumb to such а desire when a valuable object was іп т у charge was unbecoming of me. 
My duty was to execute the commission with e 


My. xpeditious promptness. I dilly-dallied and 
invited trouble. А word can however be said in m !y defence. Even seasoned politicians in love 
behave like I behaved ! 


^I proceeded to translate my resolve into action, but the light in the hall was not adequate. 
It needed to be augmented. With the mirror in my left hand I tried to open a window with 
my right. The window didn't yield. I applied more force, even then it didn't oblige. 
Exasperated I administered it a kick with all the force at my command. This did the trick but 
at a huge cost. The law of action and its corresponding reaction came into operation. I lost 


my balance and the nearness to the yawning window made me panic. For a few moments I 
felt I was in real danger of falling out of the window ! 


“Like a drowning man catching at straws I threw about my limbs in the air to catch hold of 


something solid to steady myself. While thus struggling the mirror slipped out of my hand 
and fell down below. А 


Falling of the mirror from а staggering height to the hard stony compound of the Rose palace 
sent shock waves within me. With the loss of the mirror all was lost. Darkness enveloped me 
and numbness overpowered me. My heart missed some beats and I gasped for breath. 


“However I did not break down, the will to survive came to my rescue. The mirror is gone, 
now no use crying over split milk. But what about the gold frame and the diamonds ? These 
must be lying about scattered. Prudence teaches, keep down the loss at its minimum by 
salvaging whatever one can. The guilt can't be washed away but its enormity can be mitigated 
somewhat. “I mentally argued with myself. 


This soliloquy provided me with a plan of action. [ran down the stairs like one mad, my heart 
pounding loudly against my bony cage. I felt sure of finding the mirror broken into pieces 
and some of the precious stones damaged beyond recognition and repair. You can therefore 
easily imagine my delight when I found the whole thing intact, unscathed, not even a scratch 
anywhere on it. The age of miracles is not yet over, I thought. Turning towards the Hari 
Parbat hillock I bowed low and from the bottom of my heart thanked Jagat Mata for saving 
my life and honour. Then without losing anymore time I handed over the mirror to the senior 
queen and heaved a sigh of relief, “concluded the Dewan. 


“Why then do you feel apprehensive ? A more potent, positive and conclusive piece of good 
luck can't be imagined. you should be grateful rather than apprehensive”, said his wife. 


"There is the rub, my dear. In order to elucidate my point I invite your attention to the 
following words of wisdom uttered by someone long ago, 


‘Tt is to be clearly understood 
Luck changes when it becomes too good’ 


Experience teaches that the words ‘pinnacle of good luck’ convey the message, ‘thus far and 
no further’,. Exaltation hides within itself the seed of debilitation. To expect too ;much for 
too long is not given to Man. There is a method іп the madness of dame destiny in that she 
does not stick to one beneficiary”, said the Dewan. 


But his wife was guided by the philosophy learned by her at the feet of her mother and grand 
mother. She therefore replied, “То live perpetually in fear is foolish and futile. Why worry 
about the dead yesterdays and the unborn tomorrows? The only sensible way is to do our 
best and to leave the result in the hands of the all wise all powerful Jagat mata. Those who 
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think too much suffer too much”. 


"There you have а strong point. I admire your wit and wisdom. Worry does not help, it only 
hinders. Why not to forget what happened till now and instead do something worthwhile 
such as...such as...such as.... 


“Such as locating the grey hair in your beard and pulling it out”, said his wife and, thus 
completed the sentence for him ! 


[I1] 


Once bitten twice shy. The harrowing experience undergone by the dewan after the mirror 
slipped out of his hand proved to be a nightmare for him and sent shivers down his spine 
whenever he thought of it. Не was determined to exercise utmost care and caution in 
discharging his duties and thus face the future with faith and confidence. A couple of months 
passed by smoothly. This proved to be а lull before the storm. Inspite of due care and caution 
fate struck and struck very hard. A story is told about a man who faced the fury of a swollen 
river in high flood and crossed it with commendable ease, but on other occasion got drowned 
while going across a gently flowing river with only chest high water. Sometimes big blunders 
bring no punishment but prove beneficial, on other occasions skill, care and caution end іп 
disaster. Such are the amazing vagaries of this absorbing drama called Life. 


It so happened that the income and expenditure statement prepared by the chief accountant 
contained a harmless error. А gold ornament prepared at the behest of the senior queen was 
by sheer inadvertence shown to have been prepared for the junior queen. No deception, no 
defalcation was involved as the ornament had actually been prepared and handed to her for 
whom it was meant. The officer solely responsible was the chief accountant— he had got the 
ornament prepared and he had drawn up the accounts sheet. All that the dewan had done 
was to have submitted the papers to His Majesty for information. This was purely routine job. 


Unfortunately at that time the two queens were at daggers drawn against each other. Both 
had tried to rope in the dewan but had failed. The dewan had politely but forcefully rejected 
the offers, and had thus steered clear of their domestic controversies. In his attempt to retain 
the friendship of both, he had incurred the enmity of both. “Those who are not with vou are 
against уои” is a time honoured political adage. Study of the bio-graphies of autocratic 
personalities shows that they whole-heartedly follow the Philosophy behind this adage, The 
queens, therefore, regarded the dewan as their enemy. They never missed an у opportunity 
to poison the ears of His Majesty against him. Making a mountain of mole-hill of the error 
іп the accounts sheet they denounced the dewan as the villain of the piece interested only in 
sowing the seeds of discord amongst the members of the royal family in order to rule the 
roost himself. They repeated the charge whenever His ў c 


З Я 5 ; His Majesty appeared to be іп a receptive 
mood. being past masters in playing this game, their accusation, with the passage of time got 
invested with some credibility ! 


His Majesty in the initial stages refused to attach much importance to what he was told but 
was subsequently influenced by the fact that if the same 


Lose f і accusation emanates from two 
sources antagonistic to each other it must contain an element of truth. After brooding over 
the problem for a considerable time he succumbed to the Pressure and made up his ae to 


apply the axe. Without affording any opportunity to the dewan to explain his position he was 
dismissed from service, a heavy fine was imposed on him and he was sentenced to suffer 
solitary confinement till further orders ! сес 


[18] 


He was immedia tely taken into custody and put behind the bars ina lonely cottage especially 
requisitioned for the purpose some where in the vicinity of the Hari Parbat Hillock. He didn't 
deserve the harsh treatment meted out to him. He had served the ruler lo уа Пу ала faithfully. 
He had never abused his position as а dewan and had discharged his duties in a befitting 
manner. All this was forgotten and he was disgraced and humiliated. He was treated like a 
piece of dead wood and consigned to the dustbin. No one was allowed to meet him except 
his old servant and that too ;for the sole purpose of fetching food for him from his house. 


The dewan found it difficult to adjust to the new situation. The steeper the fall, the more 
difficult is adjustment. he lost his peace of ;mind and suffered from insomnia. he often 
thought of his wife and the loving companionship she had given him. he often put himself the 
all important question asked in despair by separated lovers all over. “Can we meet again?” 
A few days after his incarceration, his servant after delivering the food packet brought out 
a piece of paper from the inner folds of his garments. It was a letter from his wife, the 
dewanni, she wrote, “better a convict with hope than a free man without hope. Do not lose 
hope, I beg of you. It is a potent sustaining offer. Always remember Jagat mata. Nothing 1s 
impossible for Her. I feel sure we will meet again. Summon all courage, you need it—when 
the going gets tough the tough get going. Destroy the piece of paper ^ 


The short letter from his wife gave him much needed solace Tears poured down his eyes and 
he felt unburdened somewhat. Words of love and encouragement from a dear one boosted 
his sagging morale and іп a way proved to be the turning point. “Love is the life of Life and 
letters are the life of love”. 


The old sagacious servant also contributed his mite in propping up his kind master. In a 
melodious voice he sang ghazals of Saadi and hafiz, the two great poets of Persian Language, 
teaching submission to Gods will, patience and detachment. Great poetry has great healing 
power. The dewan immensely benefited by listening to these soul-stirring songs. 


Another God-sent circumstance helped him. Very early in the morning and also late in the 
evening each day devotees sang devotional songs in a nearby temple. These songs came to 
him loud and clear. A devotional song is panacea fora lacerated heart. While listening to these 
songs he felt great comfort. This somewhat blunted the torture of the solitary confinement. 


He spent some of his time in growing flowers. What a meaningful occupation growing 
flowers proved to be, his life fell into a set pattern and thus made living it a little easier. 
Routine has its own limitations and its rewards. Thus three years sped by and became a shred 
of the past. 


A particular day of which we are now speaking happened to be na vreh (New year day of 
Kashmiri Pandits). It comes with the advent of spring which adds to its charm and appeal. 
Almond blossoms are full bloom. Kashmir in green garments dotted with flowers big and 
small, of various hues and colours present a celestial appearance. 


On this particular day the dewan left his bed a little earlier. After taking a bath he listened 
to the devotional songs sung by the devotees in the nearby temple. Then he spent some of 
his time in the flower beds. 


The lunch time approached but the old servant did not come with the lunch packet. The 
dewan waited patiently but to no avail. As a result of all days it was on the New years day 
that he had to go without a meal. With great anguish he remembered some of the New year 
days celebrated by him with Their mayesties as the chief guests. 


He also remembered the first New year day of his marriage with the dewanni. On that day 


[19] 


years ago they had offered puja in the temple of Jagat mata and had lunched and roameg 
in the almond orchards surrounding the hillock. Tears filled his eyes. How she makes two 
ends meet is beyond my comprehension ? and how can І repay my servant for all he has done 
for me. he would not have defaulted...he must be seriously ill..."he said to himself. 


The Dewanni wanted to prepare a special meal for her husband for the New Year day. but 
there was no money in the house. She pawned the last gold ornament left with her...her 
digihoru (the mangalsutra of Kashmiri pandit ladies). She purchased the necessary articleg 
and did her best to give the meal a special character and flavour. Then she made a suitable 
packet of it and went to the room of the old servant to hand it over to him. 


The poor old man didn't respond...he was already miles away...having suffered a massive 
heart attack. A heart rending shriek escaped her, but she composed herself... Helpless people 
have no time to mourn too long. 


Death of the old war horse gave a rude shock to the dewanni. he had borne the brunt of the 
catastrophe which had overtaken his master and mistress, "Without him I can do nothing. The 
home front has cracked" thought she. 


The cremation took place in the evening. next morning the dewanni prepared the meal afresh 
for her husband. but how to send it to him ? None come forward to do the job for fear of 
incurring the displeasure of the authorities. 


Covering herself with a long, loose black veil, the dewanni carried the food packet herself. 
While wending her weary way to the jail a gang of ferocious dogs, coming from nowhere, 
perhaps attracted by the flavour of the meal, attacked her. 


They tore her veil and snatched her food packet..some food was eaten by them; some got 
scattered around. She sustained some injuries. Some people present at the scene of occurrence 
took pity at her and saved her from any further damage. 


Crestfallen she proceeded to see her husband and inform him about the sad happenings and 
the new situation that had emerged 


On reaching there she sought an interview with her husband. The same was granted with the 
condition that a security guard was to remain present at the time of interview. 


The husband and wife saw each other after more than thre 
with tears gushing down her cheeks and with a voice choked by emotion informed her 
husband about the sad demise of the faithful servant. Then she made a mention of the attack 


by stray dogs and the snatching of the food packet. All this was too much for the Dewan to 
bear. He completely broke down and suffered a fainting fit. 


е years separation. The Dewanni 


The Dewanni made of a sterner stuff, didn't lose her nerve. Through the good offices of the 
security guard she arranged a cup of kehwa for her husband. TBS a nei 


After consoling his wife as much as it was 


possible under the circumstances he told her 
“Misery has touched its lowest ebb, а change 


for the better must be around the corner" 
In the meanwhile a sea change had come about in the 
Majesty by the senior queen was to wed the brother 0 
had buried the hatchets and had given their consent to 
both busy in making proper-actions for the solmnenizat 
and show !. 


palace atmosphere. The daughter of His 

the junior queen. The warring queens 
the Proposed alliance. They were now 
ion of the marriage with regal pomp 


T 


Тһе need for the appointment of a suitable manager for the stupendous task of superintend- 
ing the arrangements was being sorely felt by His Majesty. He remembered his deposed 
Dewan and proposed his name. This time the queens readily gave their consent. Orders were 
at once made setting the dewan free and restoring the dewanship to him. 


The husband and wife were again with each other after more than three years. Both had 


grown grey іп the meanwhile, they said to each other" No need to root out the grey hair, we 
are happy as we are !. 


«669-995 
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THE TURNING POINT 


Now reminiscencing is an important part of my restricted activity passing through, as | am, 
what Shakespeare calls the seventh and the last stage in life. 


In this stage reminiscencing comes effortlessly. This is but natural. The present is bedevilled 
by old-age ailments, pills and prescriptions. The future is uncertain, the call may come any 
moment and this life may terminate. It is the past alone that attracts, represent, as it does, 
youth, romance and vitality. Distance also plays its part: It makes past look more charming 
than it actually was. 


I , therefore, reminiscence a lot. The urge to talk is always there talking being one of the old 
age infirmities. No one likes to listen to old mans' tales, but the old men like the ancient 
mariner, have their say. 


Driven by an irresistible compulsion, without seeking your permission, І proceed to narrate:- 


More than seventy five years ago, one rainy day in mid-summer happened to be my ninth 
birthday. Being the only male issue of my parents, their pampered darling naturally there wns 
excitement in the family. Prayers were offered for my well-being. Then preparations were 
set afoot to prepare food for some close relatives and friends. 


The first to make his appearance was the inevitable family astrologer. He was supposed to 
maintain a record of all the birthdays in the family and did not need a formal invitation. He 
was considered as good as a member of the household. 


Hardly had he made himself comfortable, when my mother caught hold of my horoscope and 
handing it over to him asked the all important question. “My son is now nine years old and 
still unmarried-Why ?" The astrologer after examining the position of the planets replied, 
“The strongest and the most benefic planet in this horoscope is Venus. It is in the ascendant 
in a friendly sign “My parents felt encouraged from the tone and tenor of his speech and 
goaded him on. He proceeded thus “Venus loves women and brings about early marriages. 
Within a year or so there will be a welcome addition to the family in the form of a young and 
beautiful daughter-in-law who would bring with her lots of gold and pots of silver.” 


This all-inclusive reply gave immense satisfaction to my parents. They put no further 
questions — there was no need to ! Child marriages were not frowned upon them. On the 
other hand it was considered a status symbol. : 


It was a time of topsy turvy priorities. What actually mattered most for the overall well-being 
of the children, received the least consideration. As ` З 


| Й 5 an instance іп point, little attention was 
given to my devil may care attitude, my passion to dominate over others, my slip-shoddiness 
in my studies. Employment of corrective measures such as proper and occasional use of the 
rod would have done me a lot of good . Much ca 


n be said in favour of the proposition “Spare 
the rod and spoil the child". What alone was engaging the attention of i ene was my 
marriage !. 


A Greek philosopher was once asked “What is the proper time 
"If young, not yet, if old never". Our ancestors thought differently. They vehemently 
asserted that a daughter-in-law should be young, age ranging preferabl DAMES nd 
i e Me GS МО aT age 10016 tani omerely four legs in the bed What came first 
and foremost was the training of a daughter-in-law. The older the girl at D time of marriage, 
the more difficult to mould her. Time hardens not only the bones in the bod ШІ ee P. 
attitude of the mind and will power. Hence the necessity to catch the bride en young. 
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for marriage ? His reply was 


То take up the threads again, the tenth year of my 


: ( Ше сате апа 7 
parents felt impatient and exasperated. Unfulfilled desires Rims iO dE ieee MA 


The astrologer was sent for. When he ca 
ЈА те, 


5 ту рагепіѕ ті А is in hi: 
eleventh year and still unmarried. Has you i Шау protested "Our son is in his 


r Venus gone to sleep 2” 
The astrologer was taken back. He felt a little ann 
“ Planets do not go to sleep nor do they tell lies. They have no axe to grind. There positi 

at the time of birth is solely dependent on that persons past Karma. In this case the E 
the piece is Saturn, the deadly malefic planet. Even the gods fear him. In the instant case he 
unfortunately is aspecting Venus..but there is no cause for alarm because there is a mitigating 


circumstance...Saturn and Venus are fast friends. The aspect of Saturn may delay the marriage 
for a couple of months more but after that , in no case, can it deny it”. 


oyed. After looking at the horoscope he said 


Encouraged by this prediction my parents redoubled their efforts for finding a suitable match 
for me. After prolonged negotiations, higgling апа haggling my marriage was fixed with a 
girl about one year senior to me in age. It is not material to know whether it was due to the 
benfic influence of Venus or the efforts put in by my parents. 


The marriage day dawned bright and clear. The preparations to decorate me with some 
borrowed feathers and some my own started on a war footing. Experts in the line had a field 
day. They consumed a lot of Kashmiri Kehwa while suggesting and improvising. With 
meticulous care the mughal type head —gear was weaved on my tiny head! 


A great deal of consideration was shown to me and a lot of endearment was showered. I was 
addressed as the Shah ! My mother was so excited that she suffered a fainting fit "^ How I 
wish my father were alive today !” she wailed. Her sisters, in order to show solidarity with 
her, shed big copious tears. Sisters of my father, to assert their authority and superiority, 
forbade weeping on an auspicious day. The whole show was a great fun ‘full of sound and 
fury, signifying nothing’. Its pointlessness and the absurdity were quite potent. 


A lot of advice was tendered to me as how to behave like a dignified bridegroom “Keep your 
mouth shut and don't prattle. Don't Prattle. Don't brow beat. Don't gorge as you are in the 
habit of doing. Remember you are the Shah for today and the custodian of the family honour. 
Suppress your waywardness for a day. Don't ask for anything, a Shah does not ask for 
anything, he is offered. Don't eat more than a morsel with your own hands; afford an 
opportunity to your mother-in-law to intervene and to feed you with her hands. She may pay 
rupees eleven for each morsel she feeds you. This whole amount, in accordance with time- 
honoured custom and tradition, is to be handed over to me, the maternal uncle of the Shah 
and the paternal uncle can't claim it or any portion thereof. “ My ma ternal uncle told me. A 1 
this advice fell on deaf ears. The guests began arriving and the preparations were given a final 
touch. Un invited guests called “dodas” also joined the barat in large numbers. They were 
welcome because the bigger the barat, the greater the fame and name of the grooms father 


The excitement reached fever pitch. Crackers were burst and pigeons flown over my head 
to ward off unforeseen calamities. Handfuls of small ;coins were showered on me causing 


many a mini stampede. 


The marriage procession started amidst sounds of conch-shells. A band party Ree ma 
tunes in vogue led the way. Next came the Shah seated on a huge white TOR TE БАП 
playing pranks, fully conscious of its importance. The enormous size of t. i lorse bees 
the size of the Shah all the more. My aunts, both paternal and maternal ama s in ee ma 
groups, vyed with each other in feeding the horse from glittering bowls and sparkling thalis, 
singing songs entreating for safe conduct. 
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The marriage procession wended its way through the various lanes and by lanes аға snails 
pace. The spectators collected in large numbers, clapping, jeering and mocking. The butt of 
ridicule was “Shah the small" ! Some sarcastic remarks reached my ears and stung me deep. 
“What a pity ! What does he know of the exacting marriage obligations. He is too young, too 
frail ! * 


After the procession reached its destination, the guests were fed and most of them left. After 
some preliminary rituals, marriage ceremony started. 


The sacred fire was lit to receive the offerings апа to bless the couple. I, facing the east and 
the bride were made to clasp each others hands—my left holding her left and my right 
holding her right. A big red pashmina shawl was spread over us, amidst chanting of mantras, 
completely covering us and taking us both under its blissful and soothing shelter. L who was 
tired of being the centre of attraction, heaved a sigh of relief. 


How thoughttul of the great law-giver Manu to decree a covering for the couple at the all- 
important juncture of the first clasp of hands ! How much does it add to the mystery and 
romance of the niarriage !. The Covering generously affords sufficient elbow room. The silent 
clasping hands speak with a language loud enough for the bride and the groom to hear. But 
alas at this moment my dare-deviliry intervened ! My eyes fell on a glittering bow! full to the 
brim with big, blue, luscious raisons, meant as an offering to the Fire-God. 1 had weakness 
for this delicious commodity. How to consume some of the raisons, if not all, engaged my 
attention., All eyes were wa tching me on this day as I was the most important personage. This 
made my task difficult. 


1 had been told Shah doesn't ask, he is offered. I knew it fully well that no one would oblige 
me by offering what was meant for the fire god. The only course left was pilfering. I tamely 


surrendered before the temptation and only waited for an appropriate opportunity. to fulfil, 
twin purpose—to taste the delicacy and to impress and over-awe my wife. 


When a part of the ceremony was over, it was time for refreshments. Those conducting the 
ceremony, those assisting and a handful of spectators all were asked to suspend the 
operations in order to have refreshments. There is a finality about refreshments, it is seldom 
that апу one misses them !. 

All moved to the adjoining room where the refreshments had been laid leaving the bride and 


the groom to fend for themselves under the all-embracing shawl. Taking full advantage of 


the opportunity that came my way I released my right hand from the grip of the bride. [ took 
outa handful of raisons form the bowl 


a ha í and pocketed it. I then took another fistful and began 
eating it and іп no time the bowl was almost half empty. 4 


Му extraordinary behaviour bordering on insanity paralyzed the bride with horror. A sigh 
escaped her lips. At this moment the servant in charge of looking after the sacred fire entered 


the room with some wood. Placing it on the fire he was about to leave when the bride gave 
him some instructions. re} 


o interval he returne i 4 ; 
After a short interval ; urn d with two bowls of raisons, one big and the other small and 
handed them over to the bride. Placing the smaller one near the 


id ^ y sacred fire a bigger 
опе before me she said “Eat my lord, eat. I hope this wil] AUC DR 22 c E. 108 the bigg 


These words bowled me neck and crop throwing the middle stun 
a deadly inswinger as the commentators of cricket 
measure and gracefully acknowledged my defeat. 


1p out of the ground with 
matches say. I felt humiliated beyond 


1 quietly made а bow towards the sacred fire and resumed the hand clasp! 
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TAMASHA 


9 Kashmiris dd HOLL of tamasha" said Rev Tyndale Biscoe, the well-known educationist 
Imagine the exasperation of the great educationist, when one day. (to quote one SUD) 
students of the higher classes came late to the school and when asked the reason for this 


default, they offered the excuse that they lost the count o ti 7 
5 3 uh ee 1 ime b 5 
іп а monkey show just outside the school premises. f Case of e HOIST 


Rev. Biscoe was а man of "опе track’ mind, He firmly believed in cease-less effort which alone 
could lead to betterment of the individual and the society materially, morally and spiritually, 
Wasting of precious time over trivialities, such as tamashas, smacked of immaturity of mind. 


One can't seriously quarrel with the assertion that ‘betterment of the individual or the society 
is a noble and laudable objective and no effort should be spared ‘to achieve it. But at the same 
time, with a lot of justification, it can be pointed out that life would be too dreary and dull 
without tamasha, leisure, relaxation and rest. The poet, long ago, said. 


“what is this life, if full of care 
we have no time to stand and stare” 


The 'middle-path' approach teaches that work and tamasha can coexist and if properly 
proportioned and suitably adjusted in the scheme of life, can earn better dividends for man. 


Tamasha is a respectable word, nothing derogatory about it. Though of Indian origin, yet. 
because of its comprehensive character, its charm, popularity and frequent use it crawled its 
way into English Dictionaries, which made it their own and gave its meaning as ап 
entertainment ‘а show’. Tamasha can be a great teacher. The art of essay-writing owes a deep, 
debt of gratitude to tamasha. Why then to feel guilty ? Why not to candidly admit that 
Kashmiris are fond of tamasha ! 


When Shakespeare wrote, “All the world is a stage..." What, in short, he conveyed, is that 
all the world is a tamasha. Some philosophers go even to the extent of saving, that this world, 
in essence, is nothing but a tamasha. It is merely a question of eye! * and ‘no-eyes', otherwise 
tamasha is here, there and every-where. If the eye 18 open, it can't help seeing the tamasha. 
One who is fond of tamasha can understand and face the harsher aspects of life better. 


Tamasha teaches that everything counts in the world. How interesting are men and women 
with their idiosyncrasies, angularities, obsessions, loves and hates. 


My love for tamasha has, unwittingly, made me jump in, like a fool in realms( of philosophy, 
art and literature) where angels fear to tread. I hastily beat a retreat from forbidden fields 
and focus all my attention on a particular tamasha, played on the famous Haba Kadal stage- 
a tamasha of the same time serious and not so serious, interesting and not so interesting. but 
worth witnessing because the main actor is a brother, a human being, may be sometimes over- 
acting. 

vord about the stages, where men and women ‘have their 
exits’. The famous stages, always in a state of 
the two parts of the Srinagar city across the gentle 
‘to drink the fresh air, to hear the latest news, 


Before proceeding further, a з 
entrances for playing parts and then 
preparedness, are the bridges connecting 


Jhelum, where thousands flock in and flock out tt і 4 
to give and take, to share with one another, а joke (or an obscenity even) and above all to 


witness a tamasha which in one form or the other is always available. The people have time 
and patience, a keen observation, inquisitive mind, sense of humor, fondness for harmless 


gossip, urge to pick holes-a perfect setting for a tamasha. 251 


One day in early summer (a few years before 1947) I left my bed early in the morning and 
quietly proceeded towards haba Kadal bridge ‘to begin a fresh day with fresh аі" (not with 
bed tea) as advised by my aged grand-mother. As usual people in large numbers were 
already there, some ‘drinking fresh air’, some hearing the melodious cries of the hawkers 
and the rhymes of the vegetable sellers and many more just waiting for something 
sensational or exciting to happen to relieve the tension and tedium writ large on their faces, 


Lo and behold ! Some tamasha appeared to be approaching. A man aged about forty, wearing 
a long, loose Kashmiri pheran, fresh from the tailors shop and a brand new fine mulmal 
turban on his head was coming from the opposite direction with confident, measured steps 
followed closely at his heels by an expectant, inquisitive mob. He held hanging by his right 
hand, with the help of a hook an object, the upper portion of which was covered by а piece 
of cloth to hide the contents from public gaze. Every action has an equal and opposite 
reaction; an action to hide, generates a desire to know what is hidden. New clothes worn 
by the man added to the curiosity of the people. When we reached the central portion of the 
bridge, he stopped. Face is the index of the mind. The expression on his face spoke of victory 
after struggle, solace after frustration, joy after dejection. It was apparent that he wanted to 
share the secret of his joy, solace, triumph with the people. 


Some inquisitive people could contain themselves no longer. " May we know, sir, what is the 
load that you carry and why you keep the contents thereof hidden ?" 


The man in the pheran seized the opportunity offered to him for rendering an explanation. 
After a calculated pause, he said with authority and conviction, " Believe me brothers, | carry 
the very devil incarnate .... no cause for any apprehension ..... because it has been routed, 


defeated after a long drawn struggle and captured.... But even in a defeated state the devil 
is the devil." : 


The curiosity of the people touched a new high. They came nearer, closer. 


Then the man in pheren, on his own without for any supplementaries, untied the knot of the 
overlapping piece of cloth exposing a trap. Inside the trap was a huge black rat with a long 
tail, whitish whisker, two small sharp teeth protruding out ; ferocity, cunning and contempt 


writ large over its face. In spite of its subjugated state, it looked every inch a monarch of the 
under-world and tormentor of the upper one. Р 


The sight offered to the people created mixed reactions. Some looked aghast, some felt 


revulsion, some had a nauseating. sensation, while to some others, the revelation came as an 
anticlimax. But none moved away. 


Sometimes big audiences prove motive forces behind big orations. The 
encouraged. He got up on a stool and raising his voice declared, 
individual. It is an institution... the objective is to torment m 
against his interest and finally to overthrow him .... 
let live' policy, it has no faith in coexistence..." 


man in the pheren felt 
" That rat is not an ordinary 
t an, to drive him mad, to act 
it doesn't believe in a peaceful `live and 


After a pause, he proceeded, " I provided him with safety and shelter, free board and lodge, 
freedom of movement, freedom of squeak. The devil that he is, he took cudgels against his 
own benefactor. He was mad to act against his own benefactor. With ТОСЫН а ineering 
skill and astonishing perseverance he opened up a large number a imet 8 A E 
connected various nooks and corners of my house to the kitchen in VOR гл Ш ur 
his presence felt anywhere, anytime very often closely followed by his e. 2% е (the 
shameless shrew that she 15, doesn't even know that certain things Ее meant 3 Er e in 
absolute privacy)! Some іп the audience cried., "Shame Shame." SE o) be aol 
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The man continued, "I sometimes feel, the devil has read th 


e classics. At one place the classic 
say. 'The mouse that has but one hole is easily taken. p 


' At another, the classics sa 72 


"Тһе mouse that always trusts to one poor hole 


Can never be the mouse of any soul. 


One from the audience got up and contended that the reverse was the case. The rat had not 


learnt from the classics, but the classics had learnt from the rat. The contention remained 
unchallenged. 


The man in the pheran continued," The beast was in absolute command in m iy house. I was 
reduced to a non-entity. Twice he bit my wife (a very noble and gentle lady) and both times 
the wounds thus caused turned sceptic although I spared no expense to provide immediate 
medical aid. As a consequences she remained bed ridden for a long time. Finally she could 
bear it no longer. Fear made her take an unusual step which shocked me. She left m iy house 
and refuses to return. I have nothing to hide from you.. We loved each other........ but even 
love has its limitations.. The fear of the beast proved stronger than love for me ... she was 
forced to leave... I don't blame her. But the brute, having caused separation between husband 
and wife, brazen facedly continued enjoying conjugal bliss in the company of his shameless 
bitch of a brown wife who looks every inch foreign”. 


Looking overcome with emotion. Someone offered him a glass of water, Refreshing himself, 
he continued, “It is a long story of insults and injuries sometimes insults added to the injuries, 
sometimes injuries added to the insults.” 


“From dusk to dawn was a trying time for me. I was mortally afraid of his pranks, his 
whimsical behavior, his mocking posture, Bite and run, break and run, just like a well-trained 
guerrilla fighter.” 


"I hardly slept. From the rooms of my house came sounds giving an impression that they 
were the work-shops of copper-smiths busy mending utensils.“ 


“The joint exercises of the gang under the leadership of this devil filled me with horror. The 
beasts took me for granted as a man completely at their mercy. The gang sometimes Jogged, 
sometimes jumped, sometimes ran, all the time squeaking to one another in their confounded 
Jargon. What irked me the most was that their main purpose was to mock me, to exhibit 
contempt form me.” 


“You must not form an impression that I took all this lying down-No, nothing of the sort. 
Iam not a cowardly person. I always fought, with all the resources at my command. I fought 
with sticks and stones, dainty food adulterated with rat-poison of a very potent quality, 
prayers and amulets... it is another matter that I achieved success after a long struggle. То 
grant success is always in the hands of God.^ 


“Тп my desperation I finally consulted a famous chef of Srinagar whose fore-fathers prepared 
meals for Sultans of Kashmir. I was advised to prepare Kashmiri fish in desi ghee, the 
Kashmiri style, then spread Kabli Kishmish (after soaking it in water for twelve hours) over 
the fish and add saffron for fragrance. Rats love many good things in life, fragrance, 
romance, liquor are some of them; chief told me". 


“The meal was prepared. It filled the whole house with alluring fragrance. The meal could 
do honor to the dastarkhan of Sultan. No expense was spared in procuring quality goods. 
How dainty looked the swollen Kabli Kishmish and what colour and fragrance did saffron 
provide /^. 
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“ I offered a prayer to God Almighty апа then placed the food into the trap in a newly 
purchased platter. 


^ It is said that fragrance and love can't remain hidden, suppressed. Both become known, 
Fragrance did the trick. The rat came and circled round the trap. Then it disappeared, perhaps 
it had gone to consult his brown wife. He came back accompanied by her. They circled round 
and round the trap, trying their best to nibble at the contents from outside. In this the) y didn’t 
succeed. Frustrated, by circling round and round and overpowered by desire, the rat 
succumbed and entered the trap. Soon after it realized the gravity of the mistake committed, 
In its remorse it didn't even touch the food before it. His wife seized by terror, took to her 
heels. The husband and wife got separated. “Ав you sow, 50 shall you reap’ is a relentless 
rule.’ 


“The mills of God grind slowly but they grind very small”, Justice delayed is a universal] 
phenomenon ! The courts created by man deny justice because of long delays. But God 
Almighty taking a long time to inflict punishment is incomprehensible.....But we can't 
question His judgement. 


"To revert to the ruse employed, it succeeded after all. Of course, at a huge cost. But money 
doesn't matter, what matters is victory ! Money doesn't make man, man makes money. The 
mortal enemy is defeated, entrapped.” Then the man іп pheran, іп his ecstasy became a little 
lyrical. He was heard to say some thing like this. 


“This rat or Г 

One must die. 

If the rat goes free 

Let death come to me 

It has ruined my life 

Separated me from wife 

It awaits worse fate 

Its wife gone, itself near Death’s gate". 


After a pause, the man in pheran continued, "The game is up; thank God. The brute with its 
eyes half shut is trying to create an impression that it is in deep prayer and is repentant. 


Nothing of the sort. Appearances are deceptive. It is trying to hoodwink us all, while planning 
its next move! 


"We have given ita fair trial. Let us not delay the announcement of the final verdict. I propose 
death by drowning ! What do you say ?" 
The audience yelled assent. 


The man іп the pheran, leaning against the barricade, with the trap in his out-stretched hand, 
carefully opened its lock. Then he turned the trap upsid 


e down in such at the door 
faced the deep waters below. He then opened the latch of e E 


the door. 7 the 
rat would lead him to his fall in to the river. OE EON cti ROE 


The rat behaved as if it was already half-dead and not interested in what was going on. It 
however, clung E iron 28 5 ee ТЫ cage, sensing full well that its exit will mean its death. 
Some people in Shikaras and small boats were ready down belo it fell, 
it surely met death, by whatever means. A Сеа i RS 


stick was used to force it 
٤ ut to 
no avail. One enthusíast took out a sharp kn out of the trap, b 


Ше and handed it over to t? 2 (y 
use against the rat. This aroused the rat to o the man in pheran 


the dangerous situation | 1 
st th А ion it was confronted with. 
In the twinkling of an eye, before the man in Pheran could realize what was happening, the 
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crafty beast in one swoop was out of the trap and making the trap the instrument of its escape 

while clinging to it, from it found its way through the loose sleeve of the Pheran on to the 
naked body of the man in pheran. Shielded by the long, loose pheran, it without an iy let or 
hindrance raced up and down, down and up, round and round on the naked body. The 
painful condition of the victim can be more easily imagined than described. The beast 
appeared to be dancing with delight, unmolested, unchecked biting various parts of the 
body, mostly below the belt. This was evident from the movement of the hands of the victim 
writhing in great agony. The tables were completely turned-the deliverer of punishment was 
now suffering punishment worse than’ death by drowning’. A man nearby was moved to 
pity by witnessing the agony of the victim. He with a stick aimed a hard blow at the rat but 
it hit the color bone of the man in pheran. The rat escaped unhurt. 


The rat now sensing perhaps defeat of the adversary, began to inflict more and more cuts 
and wounds, till blood began to flow. The suddenness of the unexpected development 
mesmerized the people. They appeared at wit's end. The frantic movements of the man іп 
pheran showed that the rat was attacking on all fronts. The trap was the first to fall into the 
river, the head gear followed. 


There is a limit to the human endurance. The victim could bear it no longer. He fell down 
in a thud and swooned. 


The rat sensed danger. Again it acted craftily, employed its weapon "surprise" to advantage. 
This strategy succeeded. Before people could comprehend what was happening , the rat in 
a fraction of a second, came out of the pheran, ran upto the iron barricade. From it, and with 
its help, it reached the lower portion of the bridge and then disappeared. The people kept 
looking on in utter amazement. After a short interval, it was seen finding refuge in a posh 
house boat named “Heaven of Safety” which lay anchored just below the bridge. The man 
in pheran was given first aid. He came round when he was assured that ‘the rat had met its 
death by drowning.” He was admitted to the hospital for treatment of multiple injuries, most 
of them caused by cutting and biting just below the belt. 


The people left in small, silent, sad processions. There was one old man, however, who was 
heard singing. 


“Some scientists solemnly say 


Rat will prosper, Man decay.” 


ووو چچ 
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THE MARRIAGE 
ANNIVERSARY PRESENT 


The eagerly awaited day dawned at last-the first anniversary of our marriage. Exactly one 
year ago (it was the 10th of June, 1930) when a teen-aged college student Was married to a 
teenaged illiterate girl, not after a whirl-wind romance or a hectic love affair, but as the result 
of a drab, negotiated settlement in which all relations took apart except the couple to be 
married ! The marriage ceremony was thus a common place and ordinary event, nothing 
specially remarkable about it. Then wh ly Was ту Wife agog with excitement ? Why this 
hullaballo about special poojas, fasts and feasts on this auspicious day? To me all this 
appeared as much ado about nothing. R . 


It should, however, be clearly understood that it was not lack of love for her which was 
responsible for my indifferent attitude. I thank God that the prevailing customs didn't 
concede the right of choosing my life partner to me. Making a good choice is not an easy 
matter, and, I am sure, if left to myself, I would not have chosen her. My wife was 
considerate, graceful and a good sweet talker. To support her arguments she very saga- 
ciously made use of tales and fables from Hindu Mythology, hereditary teaching imparted 
to girls at home. She often quoted the famous mystic poet of Kashmir, Lal Ded and explained 
the deep meaning to me. I even now remember some of the ‘vakhs’ and derive solace from 
them. She strengthened the atmosphere of amity and good will in the family. Gradually m у 
love and respect for her deepened - where respect is lacking can't be said to be standing on 
a firm foundation. Mother-in-law is generally hard to please, but my mother’s love for her 
was true and sincere. The day she came as a bride to m у house, my grand father, after seeing 
her burst into a hearty laugh and quoting an expression somewhere used by Pearl 5. Buck 
told me, ‘Your bride is a pretty piece of meat in your bowl. Then with a mischievous gleam 
in his eyes added, “it is a matter of gratification that she is not like a dried fish, all bone and 
no flesh, as the girls foolishly like to appear these days”. 


As mentioned earlier, I with the passage of time, developed love, regard and respect for the 
pretty piece of meat іп my bowl" for all she said and did. This made it well nigh impossible 
for me to give expression to my heretic thoughts about her enthusiastic Plans and programs 
for the celebration of the first marriage anniversary. My reluctance was totally removed, 
when on deeper consideration I felt that custom and tradition were on her side and both 
these factors play a mighty role in shaping the course of conduct of People; besides, matters 


not basic but touching the fringe of problems should not be allowed to disturb family peace 


and thus cause a rift between the loving spouses. I did not deem jt Proper to score a dry 


dialectic victory at the cost of causing mental agony to my wife. Therefore, I followed the 
dictates of the heart, as some one has said. “The head is always the dope of the heart’ so she 


pulled the strings апа 1, offering no resistance, allowed m self to be led by the nose. 


On the fateful day the first unpalatable thing 
in the morning. I am not a votary of early to bed and early to ris 
wealthy and wise." Early rising makes me more dull than 1 normali, 
make one wealthy and wise, the number of beggars and fools wou 


lower in this world than it actually is ! My wife’s second commandment was a bath in cold 


water. Then she made me touch the feet of ту grandfather and m 

pleased (poor dears) little knowing that I was only a puppet and ds, ee es 
behind the screen. Then she made me to accompany her to temple to offer sweets to Lord 
Ganapati. “Always begin with Lord Ganapathi; the bestower of success. Well begun is half 
done" she advised me. Just to tease her, I said, “why not to begin with TE Sh m ӘРЕ 
Lord Shiva is Ganapati's father ? This some what incensed her, “Don’t you know ae ALAS 
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said, “Once Shiva taunted Mother Parvati for the blackness of her skin. She felt so bad that 
she left him and went to a far off forest. There she performed austerities. Brahma granted 
her a boon апа her complexion became golden and from that da у she became known as Gouri 
also. Ican't take up cudgels with mighty Shiva, but I fe 


el He was not right. Since t j 
Ganapati; the unpretentious God, easy to please." шамы cs 
I felt deeply touched. The dictum from upanishads came to my mind 


“Worship this God 
Worship that God 
I am in all the Gods”. 
But I kept quiet. 


On the way back home, she made me promise that I would gracefully accept her marriage 
anniversary present without raising any awkward objections because of the anti-do wry stir 
that was being vigorously followed during those days, “A marriage anniversary present 
offered by the wife to her husband of her own free will and consent is not dowry”, she 
pleaded. I gave my consent-her loving entreaty having won me over more than the logic in 
her forceful argument. Love has a greater persuasive power than logic, 


She informed me, in this connection, that she had herself chosen a ‘Made in England’ suit piece 
and got it stitched by Subhanas, London trained tailors, who almost exclusively, catered to 
the tailoring needs of the Europeans. To ward off any further objections from me, she told 
me that Manu the great lawgiver had placed a son-in-law апа a family priest in one and the 
same category. To offer dakshina to both was obligatory because it earned merit. The giver 
was blessed, the taker doubly blessed. 


Hope you will like the suit, put it on and go to the Cinema Hall for witnessing the new picture. 
Here is an eight anna prece ... four annas for a ticket and the balance for a cup of tea etc. To 
see you happy gives me blissful solace.” 


1 meekly accepted the money offered, as I always did. Pocket money problem posed many 
difficulties to college students those days. Four annas was a big amount. The expression 
“earns four annas a day” was meant to convey capability, self sufficiency, economic 
independence of course on a modest scale. 


At about 4 P.M.. I was ceremoniously made to put on the new suit in presence of my parents 
and grandfather and a few guests. There was no lighting of candles and no singing of “happy 
birthday to you”. Instead there was the inevitable pooja and Kashmiri Kahwa and sweets 
were served. 


I reached the Falladium, Srinagar, a little late. My costly new feathers slackened my pace 
somewhat; the more costly the attire, the slower your pace ! I hurriedly purchased a 3rd class 
ticket for four annas. Third class represents the mob. It has some interesting characteristics 
of its own. to make its presence felt it employs hiss, hoot, boos and showering of small coins. 
Boisterous, rowdy, noisy, quick to take offence, slow to forgive and forget, always prepared 
to exchange blows. 


I found all doors leading inside shut. An old employee of the Cinema Hall told me that a few 
chairs were still vacant. He led me inside. Entering abruptly from light into darkness 
adversely affected my vision though temporarily. I could not locate anything. Another 
employee guided me on to a vacant seat. The picture was already on. A love scene began. The 
heroine made inviting gestures, the hero made professions of undying love and things of that 
sort ! The spectators especially in 3rd class in appreciation of the ‘Inviting’ gestures made by 
the heroine wildly cheered and showered handfuls of small coins. Hardly had the jingling 
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of the coins subsided, I felt some опе had placed a burning piece of charcoal or live cigarette 
ash on my right shoulder which had burnt down its way through my coat and shirt and was 
now busy tackling the bare skin and the bone. Excruciating pain and deep anguish made me 
frantically to try to nip the evil in the bud. With my left hand I probed the spot. To my horror 
I found that my coat was burning and also my shoulder. I made use of the handkerchief 
soaked it with spittle and with great effort extinguished the fire. Meanwhile another shower 
of coins had followed. The spectators were ecstatic; I was busy with my woes. Anguish at the 
coat having been damaged beyond repair and the skin burnt gave birth to anger which is a 
monster. I looked backwards to find out the cause of mischief and the perpetrator of the 
crime. The man occupying a seat just behind me in his ecstatic absorption was depositing live 
cigarette ash on my shoulder as if it was his ashtray! I saw clearly because of the fiery flow 
of the ash which once again he deposited оп my shoulder. The brute must be taught a lesson. 


I was proud of belonging to the College Boxing Team. The team mates always reminded one 
another, 


“Тһе defensive tactics do not pay 

‘Offence is the best defence’ strategists say, 
Killer instinct wins the day 

Strike first in a fray.” 


I was upon my feet and with all the strength at my command dealt him a right handed blow 
on the face breaking his spectacles and dislodging his tooth, perhaps. I thought that with one 
punch I had achieved a knock out victory but I was mistaken. Be it said to his credit that he 
immediately rallied and with great force and ability hit my nose and I felt my nasal bone 
cracked. Blood gushed out. I counter attacked and in my frenzy again almost knocked him 
down. He didn't succumb. Once again he was up on his feet and catching hold of my coat near 
the damaged spot tore it to pieces. Гіп the meanwhile tore his hair and scratched his face and 
hit his nose. We were now fighting like two mad bulls, anger and anguish having made us 
both blind. The spectators showered coins. They often like side shows much better than the 
original one. But fickle as the mobs are, the spectators soon got bored. Showering of coins 
soon changed into booing and hissing ! There was a loud demand for Police intervention. The 
click of the heavy police boots became audible. 


We kept on raining blows on each other but with less and less vigour. The screening of the 
picture was abruptly stopped. The lights were put on. 


Lo and behold ! My adversary was no other than my revered father-in-law! 


A shower of small coins hit my head and made me dizz J. What sustained me was the thought 


that if the suit gifted to me by my wife was gone, the shreds of the same remained with me 
which nobody could take away. Shreds sometimes are more valuable than the originals! 
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HASHMAT HAJAM'S 
ADVICE TO GOPI PANDIT 


Hashmat Hajam, the well known barber of Daulatabad village т 


vas proud of his ssion, 
his pedigree and his friendship with Gulshan Pandit. А Ро 


A barber, he strongly felt, had to perform operations like а surgeon-though minor ones! 
Plying safely a sharp razor on the helpless, naked neck of a trusting customer required not 
only skill but also patience and sense of responsibility. A good barber not only — unburdened 
the head with a haircut or a shave or a massage but also unburdened the heart by relating 
saucy titbits. Good barbers the world over, are talented talkers. Their talk acts as a 
tranquillizer to see the operation of a hair-cut or a shave successfully through !. 


Coming to his pedigree, he boastfully asserts, that he is the scion of that illustrious family 
of barbers who once enjoyed the proud privilege of handling the august head of the great 
Sultan of Kashmir, popularly known as Budshah! One of his ancestors fell out with a wilful 
vazir and the fear of political vendetta forced the family to seek asylum in the obscurity of 
Daulatabad Village. Such are the vagaries of fate! But the grace of a great lineage, he adds 
with some consolation, does not diminish on account of change in residence. 


When he talks about his friend Gulshan Pandit (who, alas is no more now) tears come to his 
eyes. A couple of months before his (Hashmat hajam's) only daughter had to be wedded, 
he relates with nostalgia, untimely and incessant rains created havoc. Crops failed and 
famine followed. Grains disappeared from the market. Marriage of a daughter is always 
considered ‘a matter of the nose’ in Kashmir valley. The prevailing famine conditions made 
it look impossible to entertain the barat with customary pomp and show. In this disturbing 
state of grave mental anxiety and crisis, his friend Gulshan Pandit, quiet and unassuming , 
came to his rescue. At a great risk to his own family, all that he had for his own use, he 
generously placed at his (Hashmat hajam's) disposal. 


“he quietly gave and I readily accepted. I didn't even utter the word thanks’ Words mar the 
solemnity, the grandeur of a few great moments that life offers! Hashmat said. 


Humility was none of his virtues. His sign board bragged in bold letters:- 


Hashmat Hajam, the village barber 
Is a touch-artist of great calibre 

Wise people from far and near 
Entrust their heads to his care 
Without apprehensions, without fear! 


Small villages are well knit-so was Daulatbad. Everybody knew everybody else. A problem 
confronting one, attracted the attention of all. 


Apart from the geographical compulsions, the other unifying factor was Hashmat Hajam. In 
his morning rounds, he moved from house to house and besides discharging professional 
duties if any, he conveyed information about the latest happenings in the village. Here 15 a 
sample, “Shrimati Mata Kuji was now on her last legs... She was coughing like hell but 
listening to bhajans of Parmanand and Krishan Joo Razdan...her muslim neighbors sang 
these bhajans for her...Ms Rehti had given birth to twins a second time in succession... While 
Ms. Mukhti was hankering for a child...God's ways are inscrutable!...Gopi Pandit son of late 
Gulshan Pandit passed middle examination, he was the first boy from the village to have 


done so'' 
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Thus Hashmat Hajam brought the inhabitants closer to one another іп an indirect but 
effective manner. 


One morning while on his rounds, hashmat hajam, exhibited signs of excitement and joy on 
his otherwise austere countenance. “There is a heartening piece of news for the village toda ly. 
Tulsi, daughter of Govind Ram is soon to wed Gopi Pandit, son of late Gulshan Pandit. The 
announcement was made yesterday in the sacred precincts of the temple after pooja, “ he told 
the people he met. 


This news was heard with great attention and interest and was keenly discussed. To'some 
it gave satisfaction, to some others it caused amazement. A few expressed doubts and 
thought that fate had something mischievous under its sleeve, as the parties involved were 
not suitably balanced temperamentally or otherwise to ensure a happy married life. Tulsi 
was tall, vivacious and frank. [n contrast Gopi was shorter in height, quiet and reserved. 


Even an important piece of news loses its sheen after a few days, becomes stale and is 
relegated to the back ground. What was in store for Gopi Pandit and Tulsi was forgotten 
after a few days debate. 


Time never stays still, whatever the prevailing circumstances. Autumn ripened the corn and 
the fruit and its fag end changed the green chinar leaf into blazing red and then made its exit. 
Winter took over and made out-door activities rather difficult to undertake. The period of 
hibernation in Kashmir started and the kangri fell in great demand. but Hashmat На/ат 
continued his morning round as usual providing the latest news. From reports it transpired 
that preparations were afoot for the solemnization of the marriage of Gopi Pandit with Tulsi. 


In early spring an event of some importance took place in the village which disturbed the 
placid atmosphere. Gopi Pandit was ploughing his land when Ram Chand his cousin 
appeared on the scene. He abruptly raised an old contentious issue about the inadequacy of 
his share in the ancestral land. This old controversy had long ago been Jaid to rest b y the 
village patwari after taking measurements in presence of the Tehsildar and as a result a 
demarcation line had been drawn, a record whereof was made in the official papers. The 
parties had accepted the decision as equitable and had acted upon it. Ram Chand was, 
therefore, without any just cause or excuse, trying to rekindle the dying embers of an old fire. 
Enquiries made revealed that the news of the matrimonial alliance between Tulsi and Gopi 
Fandit had given him a rude shock as he too was a contender for Tulsi’s hand іп marriage. 
Besides in Kashmir, harrowing tales of Jealousy between cousins are often related. 


Gopi Pandit gently pointed out that there was no substance in the complaint of Ram Chand, 
as after a thorough enquiry the matter had been settled once for all by the competent 
authority ín presence of some villagers. This reasonable reply enraged Ram Chand. He 
abused Gopi Pandit within the hearing of some villagers working in their fields. Gopi Pandit 
felt helpless as he knew not how to return abuse for abuse! 


Meekness of the victim encouraged the aggressor, Taking law into his own hands, Ram 
Chand obliterated the officially recognised line of demarcation and drawing a new ene thus 
misappropriated a huge chunk of Gopi Pandit's land. Not content with this atrocious 
behavior, Ram Chand catching hold of a stick dealt a severe blow on the face of his victim. 
Blood gushed out of the nose of Gopi Pandit. Though younger and stronger than Ram Chand 
Gopi Pandit showed no signs of resistance,help, though readily available, he didn’t call for 
it. Villagers working in the nearby fields were expecting a call for intervenin but there was 
none. Gopi Pandit didn't act in self defence and he didn’t call for help. He ana other hand, 
wept helplessly. Thus an incident which should have evoked support and sympathy for Gopi 


Pandit produced an opposite reaction. Villagers who Previously had a good word for Gopi 
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Pandit, felt exasperated апа let down by his Pusillanimous 


| behavior and, therefore, turned 
against him. There was more resentment 


í it against the victim who had a good cause. than 
against the aggressor, who had neither justice nor equity on his side. 


When questioned by some villagers why he adopted a timid attitude and thus facilitated the 
fulfillment of the nefarious designs of the aggressor, Gopi Pandit's's reply was neither 
consistent nor convincing. To some he referred to ha ving received a kind treatment from 
Ram Chand's father, to others he said that Ram Chand was older іп age than him and 
therefore he didn’t deem it proper to hit him back! 


These lame excuses damaged his cause still further. Strong and good causes often suffer on 
account of inconsistent and wrong explanations. The unanimous opinion in the village was 
that Gopi Pandits meekness was another name for timidity. He had, because of timidity, lost 
prestige as well as property. It was his duty to act in self defence and thus protect his 
interests. He didn't do so. His failure to call for help, which was readily available, showed 
beyond any doubt, that he had no faith in the sense of justice and fair play of the villagers 
who had the mortification of witnessing the sordid scene. Gopi Pandit, therefore, lost not 
only prestige and property, but what is more valuable, good will of the village too. Adverse 
criticism turned into ridicule, which is more cutting and more damaging. i 


These unfortunate developments had a demoralizing effect on Tulsi and her parents. Crest 
fallen as they were, they confined themselves within the four corners of their residence and 
thus avoided meeting people face to face. Tulsi was the worse hit. She gave up seeing her girl 
friends! 1 


The only well wisher of Gopi Pandit left in the village was Hashmat Hajam. The intensity of 
the adverse criticism was so acute that Hashmat Hajam was forced to give up his morning 
rounds, which was very unusual and extraordinary. 


One morning the situation assumed grave dramatic proportions. A bevy of village belles was 
busy filling their earthen pitchers with drinking water at the village spring. Unfortunately 
for him, Gopi Pandit passed that way. As soon as the girls saw him,. They couldn't resist 
bursting into laughter. They sang in chorus, thumping their pitchers with their hands for 
rhythm:- 


Gopi Pandit is meek like mud 
Meekness has made him a dud 
No girl will like to wed a dud 
Who cares ? he is well read. 
Gopi Pandit is meek like mud. 


Gopi Pandit took to his heels. The laughter and ridicule was so loud that it reached the ears 
of Tulsi and her frustrated parents ! к 


Some of the village elders advised parents of Tulsi to break the alliance with Gopi Pandit. 
They argued that one who couldn't safe-guard his prestige and property was most unlikely 
to suitably discharge additional duties which a matrimonial yoke imposed. Tulsi, the most 
talented girl in the village, they added, deserved a better fate. Gopi Pandit was meek like 
тис and looked more dead than alive. 


This advice had the desired effect. The promises made in the precincts of the holy temple 
were conveniently forgotten and the alliance with Gopi Pandit was broken. 
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This caused great pain to Hashmat Hajam. He thought of his deceased friend and wiped tears 
from his eyes. 


“The honour and welfare of my deceased friend's only son is at stake...It is a matter of life 
and death for him. He has become the laughing stock of the whole village... bitting ridicule 
will kill him. I must do something to save him from sinking too deep in the mire of 
dishonour...If I don't come to his rescue, who will ? In a way assistance rendered to him 
would be helpful to my own self as I am identified with him... They say Gopi Pandit is too 
gentle, too meek^..he must show that this is not’so... ^ thought Hashmat Hajam. 


Next morning he sent for Gopi Pandit and gently reprimanded him by saying. p Woe to the 
long and strong arm which doesn't hit an aggressor in self-defence! what use if the flesh is 
strong but the spirit is weak? A thin line divides meekness from timidity. Your behavior 
proved that you are timid. Therefore, your reputation now is at the lowest ebb. 


There is a serious charge against you-that you аге “meek like mud". In the matrimonial 
market a charge of this type has devastating consequences. Take it from me, hot-tempered 
husbands enjoy greater love and respect that “meek like mud" ones! 


Iam a man of peace and abhor violent ways and methods. But the ground realities dictate 
the adoption of aggressive approach”. 


“Т have drawn ир a plan. Arise and act as advised”...Hashmat Hajam then delivered the 
advice in loose rhymes, as was his habit when he was deeply disturbed Бу emotion:- 


“Too much meekness is a luxury 

Only saints and seers can well afford 

To ordinary folks like you and me 

It often brings nothing but ignominy! 

“Desperate situations desperate solutions need 

We set a thief to catch a thief 

To cure cancer vital organs are cut 

Evil spreads fast if not cut in the bud 

Emergencies heed no ТЕ, 'no' ‘but’ 

“Т intend contesting an election 

You at once join my musclemen 

Your body is strong, your arm is long 

Assail the adversary in his own den 

All is fair іп an election! 

^God has given you tongue and teeth 

Hiss with the tongue, bite with the teeth 

Shout slogans, generate heat 

Prove to the hilt you are not meek 

“Shower abuse lett and right 

Wield the lathi with all your might 

Put yourself in the driver's seat | 

Tall Tulsi will kiss your feet! 

“А muscleman is worth his weight in gold 

Shun meekness, be a little bold 

Use your heavy hands, hefty feet 

That will show you are not weak 

And remove the disgrace from your face 
Give you dignity, give you grace!” 
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Gopi Pandit understood the message. He 
advised by his mentor, his well wisher. 
the ‘hiss’ than the ‘bite’. Cobra achieves 
the venomous bite. 


Joined the select band of musclemen. He acted as 
But be it mentioned here that he made more use of 
Its object more with the ‘hiss’ and ‘hood’ than with 


Govind Ram father of Tulsi was his first victim, the second being Ram Chand, his cousin. 


The villagers who were at the гесеї ving end were forced to revise th 
as meek as we thought him to be...in fact he is not meek at all! We 
assessment!” 


eir opinion, “He is not 
committed a mistake in 


Hashmat Hajam won the election. Gopi Pandit Proved it to the hilt that he was 


“not too 
gentle, too meek”. 


Ram Chand, on his own, approached him and begged to be pardoned for his ‘atrocious 
conduct’. 


Не at his own expense restored the original demarcation line of the lands. 


The marriage ceremony of the tall Tulsi with diminutive Gopi Pandit was solemnized with 
great pomp and show, with all villagers taking part in week-long merriment and Jubilations. 


“What a good match for tall, vivacious, graceful Tulsi! How lucky she is!" was оп the tongues 
of one and АШ! 


E> >>‏ چ 
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HOW GREEN WAS МҮ VALLEY 


Reminiscencing or a walk down the memory lane is not always a mere regretful longing for 
old conditions. On the other hand it has some plus points. Apart form its easy availa bility, 
it provides many opportunities of Ia ughing at one’s own self. A laugh at one’s own expense, 
soothes апа calms the jarring nerves, which is a great gain in these days of strain and stress, 
For an old, infirm man reminiscening assumes the role of a hobby. It helps him іп tackling 
one major problem of old age passing time. Instead of morning walk in chilly and soggy 
conditions, a walk down the memory lane is more alluring, more healthful. 


I often reminiscene. Looking back, I remember the year 1959. I was then additional District 
Magistrate and Sub-Judge Anantnag-Anantnag to some and Islamabad to others ! 


Ош of the cases pending before the court a large chunk related to matrimonial disputes. The 
High Court laid emphasis on the expeditious disposal. "Disposal not keeping pace with 
institution" earned a much dreaded black mark. 


In dealing with disputes, matrimonial disputes in particular, my aim was to help disputants 
compose their differences . A decision arrived at by way of a compromise is often nearer to 
the truth, is less time and money consuming and leaves behind few scars. Besides this, such 
disposals always lend a helping hand in swelling the number of disposals. 


One hot August day, I had to go the residence of the District Magistrate Anantnag to 
participate in the District Officers meeting —the separation of the executive and judicial 
functions not having taken place till then. 


T left the court room at about 4 P.M. escorted by the big and burly Jamadar wearing a livery 
full of frills and fringes of various hues and colours, I reached the city chowk. This place is 
not only the hub of commercial and trading activities but also the meeting place and rallying 
point of all sorts that make this world. There come not only the buyers and sellers, but also 
the tale-makers, апа tale-bearers, Sadhus and loafers, pick pockets and their victims, beggars 
and urchins. As usual, on that fateful day, there was a big concourse of people in the chowk. 
While I was slowly and ceremoniously wending my way towards my destination, a young, 
beautiful lady with a baby in her arms and sweet smile on her serene face came FITA 
towards me like a human tornado. The jamadar made an unsuccessful attem pt to restrain her 
movements but she disdainfully brushed him aside and leapt towards me. Beauty not only 
provokes thieves, but also sends disturbing signals to even the still minded saints and thus 
attracts all sorts to itself. Before she had opened her mouth, we were surrounded by a large 
multitude. Obvious of the surrounding circumstances, we were bese iged by a big A wd-the 


lady without losing any time over preliminaries, poin ting out the baby in her arms, accosted 
me with the astouding declaration. $ 


“This baby is yours...God is a witness that but for you ; : 
blessedness of motherhood. Take the baby in your 4 БЕЛЛ Eo Кошт ца 
һе is 1 You have not only a right but a duty to ...” There was ао aoe jm nd. 
Murmurings of the mob ceased and hush fell more eloquent than the b ee ae 
Heads ironically nodded, eyes started with amazement and some f coming of a gum 
consternation. High drama was about to unfold. е faces twitched wit 


1 felt the earth slipping underneath my feet. 
“This baby is not mine”, I tried to assure 
“But the lady is quite firm. Whose statem 
people believe ? Don't you know what th 


myself. 
ent will the 
e law says on 
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the subject ? I asked myself. 
I tried to look back and remember. 


I vaguely remembered that I had sowed a wild oat or two..but that was long ago and more 
importantly this lady was not my erring partner. 


"This baby is not mine", I finally succeeded in assuring myself. But self assurance didn't 
touch even the fringe of the problem confronting me. To defend myself with denial was to 
invite more redicule. The suddenness with which a difficult situation developed, left me 
completely demoralised and tongue-tied. This made matters worse for me. Consternation 
and bewilderment all around began to change into hostility, anger. 


“АП that glitters is not gold" 

whispered one. 

“Faces are deceptive", said the other. 

“A wolf in the garb of lamb", commented an 
other. 

His Honour, the judge was in the dock ! 

A fainting sensation, crept over me. 

I didn't know how to overcome this crippling crisis. 
In matters such as this, the presumption goes 
in favour of the lady. 

The crowd swelled enormously. 


Unfortunately, the lady in question didn't profess the same religion to which I belonged 
to. How sad that differences in creed or caste between the complainant and the accused 
play a vital role in assessing the heiniousness of the alleged offence. Even otherwise loyal 
jamadar was beginning to wilt under the stress of the intriguing situation. I could see a 
gleam of disdain in his eyes too. 


The crisis was approaching the exploding point, when wisdom dawned upon an 
unimpressive gentleman to lend a word of explanation. Taking courage in both hands, he 
came forward and exclaimed. 


"Sir, a dispute between this lady who is my wife and myself was dragging on for many 
years in the Sub-Judge's Court. When you took over as Sub-Judge, you evinced great 
interest in helping us to compose our differences. As a result of your keen interest, the 
dispute ended in a compromise and reunion. 


"Sir, after the compromise deed was certified you advised us to go to my residence and 
to celebrate the reunion in the usual customary fashion... 


"Sir, we gratefully followed your advice cum dictum to the letter. And that very day 
this baby came into being". 


The mother entreated, "kindly take the baby іп your arms and bless him". 

The clouds of suspicion dispersed as readily as they had gathered. 

I took the baby in my arms and kissed him. 

The crowd had a hearty laugh and melted away. I proceeded towards my destination. 


The aforementioned incident is now more than three decades old. Now a migrant much 
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against my will, I often nostalgically remember my birth place, my lost paradise as do ај 
other migrants. In my despair, I excalim how green was my valley and how affectionate 
its people! 


I remember the baby kissed that day. Where is he now ? What is he ? A farmer ora gun 
wielding Mujahid ? May God show him the right path. 


I remember the grateful and good parents of the baby and wish them well 7. 


مھ مو مھ eee‏ 
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“OLD MEN'S UNION” 


We are above eighty with god's grace 
The temple lawn is our meeting place 
There we gather, whatever the wheather 
forecast 

To ponder over problems, under Deity's 
gaze, 

Some look haggard, bones protruding, 
fleshless face, 

Some with bodies bent, present a gawky 
gait 

Some are moving museums of maladies, 
Ranging from common cold to paralysis of 
face, 

Some look quite healthy though nearing 
ninety, 

With bodies straight and graceful gait. 
Sleep eludes some, be it night or day 
Pills they swallow, prayers they say, 
Her response ever is' "No, no, nay", 
Shows no mercy, holds them at bay, 
Dame sleep is wilful, wicked and mean, 
To drive her victims mad, she is ever keen, 
Court her, cajole her, she turns away' 
Show her the stick to gain some sway 

To tame the shrew, that is the only way! 


Me Hn Ded 


CHINARS OF THE KHEER 
BHAWANI SHRINE, TULMULLA 


[i] 


Venerable chinars of Kheer Bhawani 
Shrine 

Age-less servers of purposes divine 
Out of sight, but not out of mind 
As in my heart you are enshrined 


ІШ 


In a temperate atmosphere born and bred 

By cris-crossing streams nourished and fed 
In summer green, in autumn red 

In winter garments shed 

To provide warmth to the needy and the 

poor 


ШІ] 


In your subdued murmur the pathos of 
Arin mal 

In your gentle breeze the melody of 
Ramayan 

Your ripeness, patience and sagacity 
Remind me of the Vakhs of Laleshewari 


ПУ) 


Whenever and wherever I think of thee 
Sweet old memories flood back to me 
Overwhelmed I get lost in ecstasy 
Generating in me a firm feeling 

“That my roots are in you, yours in me 
And we constitute one family” 


[V] 


Whenever I availed of the opportunity 
Of sitting at your feet in humulity 
Peace and calm descended on me 
Temporarily-only temporarily 

Alas for my unpreparedness, my 
immaturity 
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[VI] 


Your bounties are there for all to share 
As you hold all equally dear 

АП you have уои offer to all 

Your soothing shade is free for all 
Your bracing breeze is for one and all 
Be they sinners, be they saints! 


[VII] 


Men wielding power and authority 
are often self-centred, callous, arrogant 
Trees are more Compassionate in 
Comparison 

They are the best friends of Man 
While man's worst enemy is man 


[VIII ] 


Oh generous chinars grant me a favour 
To relieve the tortures of the scorching 
sun 

Pray send a whiff of your cool breeze 
Across the Banihal mountain pass 

Direct to the torn and tattered tents 
Where live thousands of migrants 
Huddled up together in abject conditions 
harassed by heat, snakes and scorpions 


[IX] 


Away from their paradise on earth 
Their centuries old home and hearth 
Now like saplings with no roots 
Despaerately trying to develop new ones 
In alien and adverse conditions 
Threatened not only by disintegration 
But also by extinction 

While those at the helm look on caring 
two hoots ! 


[X] 


Oh chinars a noble creation of Shiv-Shakti 
I bow to thee, I bow to thee. 


WEEPING WILLOW 
[1] 


Weeping Willow, Weeping Willow 
You deserved a better name. 

Even when in waters deep 

You never whine and weep. 

Storms rage, droughts assail 

Your resisting qualities seldom fail. 
Pests nibble, axes fall 

Man and Beast take their toll 

Clad in garments green 

You always look serene. 

Mute, Sagacious sage, 

Even at an early age, 

You stoutly struggle, 

And survive ravage after ravage, 
And go on doing your alloted work, 
Contributing your mite, 

To the welfare of the world, 

Why then call you by a dismal name ? 


ІШ 


And what an irony of events this ! 

You keep composed but make me weep! 
As your pendant tresses remind me 

Of locks long and luxuriant, 

Full of life and lustre, vibrant, 

Falling in cascade of curls, 

Down to her slender waist, 

Those locks were the crowning glory 
Of that girls angelic gace, 

With rosy cheeks, exuding joy and grace, 
Shy, stolen glances of her tell-tale eyes 
Spoke volumes, more eloquent than 
words: 

Often entreating, sometimes commanding, 
Often bestowing, seldom demanding, 
We loved each other heart and soul. 
en fondly thought we had reached the 
goal, 


And our bliss would last for a long time to 
come. 


But dictatorial Death, unpredictable, 
uncouth, 


Suddenly snatched her away, 


In the prime of her youth, Took her away, 
far away 


Beyond human reach and sw 
ay. 
And left me behind to mourn ihe day ! 
[42] 


ІШІ 


Weeping Willow, Weeping Willow 

You never weep, men often do, 

But egoists that they are, they think, 
When they weep, the world weeps too ! 
Man's egoism has given you thy name. 
Don't be offended, sages seldom do, 
After all what is there in a name ? 

It is good deeds alone, that can earn God's 
Grace, worldly fame. 

Go on doing your sacred duty, 

O you Nilkanth, іп the form of a tree, 
Swallow the poison that we spread 
And give us nectar, as is your nature, 
Adorn and beautify the Earth, 

With your ornamental tresses and Twigs 
your tresses not only beautify 

But also remind me of days gone-bye, 

I would, off and on, be coming to you 
to shed a tear or two 

In memory of my dearly loved one, 
Who alas ! now is far away! 

Can we ever meet just for a day ? 
Weeping willow, what do you say? 


مو و مو Keres‏ 


DEATH OF MIGRANT 
GRANDPA 


Doctor to Neighbours of old, ailing migrant 


Swelling on feet erratic heart-beat, loss of 
appetite laboured breath, Enlarged liver, 
enervating shiver 

Are surely messengers of Death 

Even a layman can confidently say 

The bird is now a guest 

In his own nest 

And may soon fly away 

to regions far away 

Where all go by their turns 

But wherefrom none returns 


After hearing the doctor, Bitya (grand 
daughter of the ailing old man. aged 
eleven years) addresses her grandfather 
while Bita (grandson, aged five years) 
looks on 


Our parents are no more as you know 
They were shot dead three year ago 
Since we lost our mummy and daddy 
You served us with love, devotion 

And gave us succour and sympathy 

With you too gone, what will become of 
us ? 

When there is none to take care of us 
Who will Bita’s bottom wash ? 

His rickty legs give message ? 

Who will help us do home task ? 

Cook our meals, fill the water flask ? 
Pay our fees, our uniforms press 

Teach us how to properly dress 

Who will tell us absorbing tales 

Of crafty crows and foolish frogs 

Selfish cats and faithful dogs 

Submissive hens and proud cocks ! 

Who will taks us to the temple lawns 
Where roses bloom, birds sing and dance. 


Grandfather to his grandchildren 


All men are mortal, dear children 
This rule knowns no exception 
This has been so since the world began 
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As God іп his wisdom, it so ordained 
Accept God's will with good cheer 
With faith in Him and without fear 


Grandchildren to. Grandfather 


But we are not going to accept defeat 
We have drawn up a plan, fool proof, 
complete 

We can't on a platter give you away 

We will fight to the end, come what may. 
We will defy Death's command 

And outright reject his demand 

We will lodge you іп the Fooja room 
Where reside Siva, Mother Parvati 

and the formidable Ganpati 

We will entrust you to Their care 

Then let death come, let death's daddy 
come 

They cant's touch you without their 
permission 

In the end who prevails ? always remem- 
ber 

It is the powerful Principal not the puny 
реоп. 


Ailling Grandpa to Grandchildren 
In presence of some neighbours 


Your plan is good, dear children 

But there is a fly in the ointment 

In my mind are layers of dirt and dust 
Born of greed, pride and Just 

Decades old, accumulated with loving 
care 

Without any shame, without any fear 
In these layers iof dirt, disturbing desires 
likes spiders weave webs of weird 
designs and wishful contents 

And absurd ambitions like stinging 
Scorpions 

Breed, thrive and play pranks 

Before you lodge me in the Pooja room 
Who will from my mind this filth remove? 
So that I am in a fit condition 

To kneel in utter submission. 

Which is the first step on the hard road 
To immortality, to Salvation 
If the dirt is on the body 
It is easy to wash it off 


Any soap can do the job 

But whan the dirt has become Part of mind 
It needs remedy of a different kind 

Dear children, I feel my time is u 

Leave me to the mercy of Mother Parvati 
Tell her after invoking Her Mercy 
“Merciful Mother, your bearded babe 
Has come back to Thee 

Give him the treatment he deserves 

He doesn't crave for immortality, 
salvation 

But for Siva’s sake 

Take care of his helpless grand children, 


مو و و چ چ 


A MIGRANT LADY REMEMBERS . 
WHAT HAPPENED THREE 
YEARS AGO AND AFTER 


П] 


In an ageless but serviceable Samovar 
(A perfect piece of antique art) 

My parents, as is customary with them 
Prepare Kashmiri Kahwa, a local speciality 
Refreshing, fragrant and tasty 
Flavoured with almonds, saffron, 
cardamom 

They then sip it slowly 

Sitting in the shade of an Amri tree 

On the bank of the limpid stream 
shimmering in sunlight 

As it flows majestically 

Through our village in South Kashmir 
Irrigating our fertile fields 

Which yield oil-seeds, wheat, paddy 
Enough and to Spare for us three 
Mummy, Daddy and Beti 

A hard-working, God fearing family 


[1] 


A cup of tea is offered to me 


By Proud parents to their “almond-eyed 
Вен” 


[44] 


Mummy talks of my marriage 
Daddy wants a suitable match 

І suppress а smile and keep silent 
knowing it full well 

That a grown up girl's silence 
Conveys her consent. 


ГШ] 


I have a particular boy in view 

То ту mind's eye ‘outstanding’ 

A voice tells me from within, 
‘Search for a suitable match’ 

Would inevitably lead to him’ 

For reasons best known to it 

My heart has already accepted him ! 


ПУ] 


After the tea ceremony 

Daddy lends his melodious voice 

To some bhajans, geets, gazals 

Siting relaxed on the bank of the stream 
Which he holds in high esteem 

Fed as it 15 by the eternal snows. 

On the towering tops of mute mountains 
Sky-high, mysterious, awe-inspiring 
Surrounding and snugly nestling Sheshnag 
In their bosom, deep and broad 
Sheshnag a mountain lake 

Of breath taking beauty 

On the way to the cave of Sri-Amarnath 
An abode of Shiv-Shakti ! 


[V] 


Daddy ardently loves poetry 
Urdu, Hindi, Kashmiri 
Many exquisite compositions 
He quotes from memory 
Afetr reciting some, he tells mummy 
“This stream in autumn reminds me of 
Arin Mal 
When its soft, subdued murmer 
Offers a sublime melod y 
Soul stirring, pleasant to the ear 
` And pathos of a rare quality 
Of a dejected lover's lament, regret 
In spring of talented Habba Khatun 
For its dancing and singing swell 
Its forceful flow and its youthful vigour 


Its neck-bresk pusuit of the ‘Dear-one’ 
Who by a Strange coincidence 

Was no commoner but a king ! 

In summer, of Mother Lelleshwari 

For its fullness to the brim 

Its depth, ripeness, contentment 
Advising with authority, conviction 
“То seek and find Him 


Mummy says, as if she has a premonition 
"How well has Lalla taught 

In this world of uncertainty 

Now there is mirth, now. misery 


[VI] 


Mummy daddy whisper to each other 
Pleasantries perhaps ? I am not sure 

For they take particular care 

That their grown up daughter doesn't hear 
What they whisper to each other 

But the sublimity in their smiles 

And the glow of love in their eyes 
Convince me forcefully 

That even in the ordinary behavior 

Of loving spouses towards each other 
There is an element of Divinity 

Which even Gods admire-sometimes envy! 


ГИП] 


Му parents look very charming, very 
handsome 

Knowing not the shape of things to come 
Suddenly there is a deafening blast 
Indescribable horror grips my heart 

As fragments of human flesh, big and 
small 

At random fly past 

Some drops of blood rain from above 

In waters snow fed they look ghastly red. 


(ҮШІ 


I look Юг my parents, where are they 2 
Leaving me alone they have gone away ! 
Then parts of their bodies so dear to me 
Scattered all around I see 

The awful truth rudely dawns on me 
That the weight of the Moon has fallen on 


me 
[45] 


Му dear mummy, dear daddy 

Are forever lost to me 

A blind bolt from the blue 

In the form of a bomb blast 

Has torn them to pieces 

They are no more; alas! alas! 

They now are the shreds of the past! 
Who: can coming events foretell? 
Now there is fun, now funeral 


[IX] 


What a woe has befallen me, what a woe! 
What harm had we done to the hidden 
foe? 

My tongue is paralized unable to speak 
Tears dry up, І can't even weep 

My sinking heart loses its rhythm 

And misses many a heart-beat! 

As darkness envelopes me 

My courage seems failing me 

When it is most needed by me. 


[X] 


I awake as if from deep stupor 
When suddenly І remember 

Pieces of advice offered to me 
Occasionllay, occasionally 

By dear mummy,daddy 

"If and when adversities assail 
Fight them out,tooth and nail 
Never let your courage fail 
Courage is the greatest virtue 

It will help see you through 
Desperate situations, difficult trials 
That are part and parcel of life 
Remorse is silly,anguish is killing 
Always heed the old saying, 

‘Life is for living’ 

‘Jiva is Shiva’ Thakur taught 

This great lesson Indian forgot 

In this land of the deaf and the dumb 
Expect not succour, nor sympathy 
Only on self-help depend.” 


[XI] 
Then in the frenzy of my-anguish 


It. so appears to me 
That a blown breast of my mummy 


From some distance beckons me 
“Come my orphaned Beti; come 

I am no stranger to thee 

You have for long suckled me 

Come near,don't fear 

I lie exposed to public gaze 

Can't you see? Can't you see 

For shame! Come cover me 

May Mother Parvati 

Bestow on thee 

Sita's patience,courage of Savitri" 
Hearing these words, or rather imagining 
them 

I rush like one run amuck 

And lift the blown part reverently 

The dear part which for long nourished 
me 

And cover it with my saree! 


[XI] 


Weeping and wailing villagers 

Turn out in large numbers 

And blown parts gather 

With love, reverence, care 

Then form a huge funeral procession 
Hindu, Muslim, Sikh, Christian. 


[XIII] 


With the help of the boy I love 

As hinted somewhere above 

only one pyre is made 

On the bank of the stream 

My parents held in esteem 

Then we consign the collection made 
To the scred fire 

Mummy daddy go up in flames 
Together as always, together! 


[XIV] 


The boy proved to be outstanding’ 
Through thick and thin he stood by me 
An orphan girl with no money 

Born and bred up in paradise on Earth 


But deprived of parents, home and hearth 
And all other property! 


Now living on doles as а migrant 


In a tattered tent 
, at the mercy of elements 
Where often visit Scorpions. "i 


[46] 


Occasionally hissing serpents 

But Lo and behold! one month back 
The boy himself an Engineer 
Sought me out in the migrant camp 
And married me a migrant girl 
With no money,no Banarsi Silk Sari. 


[XV] 


Now hand in hand together 
Tower of strength to,each other 
My dear husband and I 

Early morning, every day 
Reverently approach River Tawi 
Offer rice, milk, flowers 

And in its noble waters 

Catch a glimpse of the stream 
My parents held in high esteem 
All lakes, rivers, springs, streams 
All just like brothers and sisters 
They are the best friends of man 
Man's only enemy is Man! 


[XVI] 


On the holy bank of river Tawi 
Looking upwards I whisper 

Taking particular care 

That my hubby doesn't hear 

O dear mummy daddy 

Stop discussing poetry 

Spare a moment or two for me 

It will give you peace, pleasure 

And remove all your anxiety 

Look downwards and personally see 
How good and kind is my husband to me! 
To your 'almond-eyed' Вен 


[XVI] 


Then a prayer comes to my lips 
Irresistably, irresistably 

Oh Merciful Mother Parvati 
Kindly help suffering Humanity 
Whatever its creed, whatever its 
nationality 

Whatever it be, wherever it be ! 
Also. Oh great Mother 

In your Infinite Mercy 

Kindly come to rescue of 

My tottering community 


You alone can save it from extinction 
In this land of the deaf and dumb 
After all is said and done 

To look after her handicapped children 
Thousands and thousands of them 

Is Mother's job, Mother's duty ! 


و ووچ 


FLOWERS 


“Flowers have a spark of divinity 
So glaring a naked eye can see 
Beauty purity & sublimity 
Attributes dear to Almighty 


ووو چ 


Purposeful blend of beauty & utility 
Nature's nurse for ailing humanity 
Ever rendering a helping hand 
And a healthful healing touch 

In man's struggle against a malady 


e ووو‎ 


God filled flowers with alluring fragrance 
Adorned them with garments of radiance 
Gave language to their silence 

And a deep neaning to their sermons 


ووو چچ 


Tranquail joy for the sage, the seer 

Token of love for the near and dear 
Repose for the weary heart, the worried 
head 

A floral tribute for the dead 

A devotee's delight, avowal of his loyality 
His favourite offering for the deity 
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[47] 


Flowers of various shades and hues 
Smiling sweetly in a flower bed 

Are to the discerning eye 

A rich feast of colour lavishly spread 
Where God is the host, Man the guest 
Sitting side by side, very close 

The host whispering to the guest 
“This spectacle cures the penury in the 


"heart 


and stills, a wavering and uneasy mind 
Such other no-cost panacea is very hard to 
find" 


وو و چ 


O Flowers in the hearts of angry men 
bloom 

Absorb the anger, dispel the gloom 
Generate love & sympaty instead 

Save mankind from its impending doom 
Exuding nectared fragrence night and day 
Eradicate stifling stench completely 

Thus help humanity to gain sway 

Ouer dark forces of despair and decay 


و وو چچ 


Flowers ornaments of the Deity 
Why not intercede for me ? 

Would that God granted my prayer 
That I be born a flower 

Birth after birth, till eternity 
So that devotees find me by the neck 
The dear feet of fhe lord to bedeck 


Lite -‏ 
و ووچ 


TO A ROSE 


When people are brutally burnt alive 
At the alter of religious animosity 
When even saints are not spared 
But are tortured to death mercilessly 
When helpless victims of violence 
Receive no succour, no sympathy 
When women are molested and mocked 
And cops look on gleefully 

When man-made famine stalks a land 
Maiming and killing wantonly 

When greedy in-laws burn the bride 
Unable to arrange a fat dowry 

Then despair assails and engulfs me 
Dark doubts distrub my peace 
Something tender snaps inside of me 
Troubled by painful perturbation 
And in- sheer desperation 

To regain my equipoise, equanimity 
I run to thee, I run to thee 

O, rose of myriad variety 

On the earth God's emissary 


و مو مو چ چ 


Your celetial purity, your sublime beauty 
Great gifts bestowed by Almighty 
Immediately -act as а tranquilzier 

And lend me some of your composure 

In order to combat the thickening gloom 
And to face the uncertainties of my doom 
I: desperately need your healing touch and 
helping hand 

Pray never, never fail to bloom 


ووو چ 


What a pity this,what a great pity 
Just to satisfy their vanity 

People pluck you by the neck 

Their dingy drawing rooms to bedeck 


Cut you from the rose bush, your home 
and hearth 


Your paradise, the place of your birth 
You an emblem of joy and beauty 
a wondrous manifestation of divinity! 


ee وو‎ 
(48) 


Your thorns are meant to protect you 

If needed, come to your rescue 
Because they fail to discharge their duty 
because of disarray, timidity 

In the struggle for survival 

it is the weak who suffer 

defeat, damage and indignity 


4449-9-95 


In the mad race for supremacy 

Beauty if not backed by full strength 

Proves a costly liability 

piety and purity, alone do not pay 

that is what all histories say 

To keep all thieves at bay 

vigilance is needed night & day 

That for your thorns is not a high price to pay 
To keep you safe, sound and gay ! 


مو مو م oH‏ 


Dear rose, kindly listen to me 

who bears close kinship to thee 

Let your thorns their weakness shed 

To save you from being ‘Cut in the bud’ 
Strength is a useful deterrent 

To keep away an assailant 

O Rose, generate peace, install confidence 
But for God's sake, reorganise your defence 


A MIGRANT AND 
BULBULS OF THE VALLEY 


Songful bulbuls of the green valley 
Soul-stirring were your visits to me 
Early morning, every day 

Without a break, punctually 

In the good old days gone-by 

When supreme reigned peace, amity 
Not that I am a migrant 

Some even call me a vagrant 

My valley out of bounds for me 

All is lost except memory. 


Iremember nostalgically 

from your comouflaged nests 
Swarming into my balcony 

And with your twitter awakening me 


Your hop, skip and jump 
Song dance, frolic and fun 


ин LL LL e A 


Full of verve and ecstasy 
Creating a world of fantasy 


Playfully perching on my my pate 

From this position of authority 
Chattering non-stop extempore 
Teaching a little philosophy 

Then commanding with enticing entreaty 


"Serve us breakfast hurriedly 
We feel famished don't you see? 
Feed us whatever is handy 
Bread, fruit, candy 


We are not choosey about quality 
We set no store by formality 

A long day's work is ahead 

А bellyful breakfast a necessity 


"Nest repairing is not easy 

Requires sweat and efficiency 
Furnishing material is hard to find. 
Spare a few rags if you don't mind 
What are rags to you are riches to us 
Accept this truth without any fuss. 


"Madam bulbuls have laid eggs 
Since then we feel jittery 
Wicked kites and crooked crows 
Cause constant anxiety 


"Kites and crows can,t be wished away. 
Strenght is needed to keep them at bay 

Prayers alone don't pay 

Not do beauty and piety 

Might and right properly, proportioned 
Keep one out of harm’s way 


“Thank you for your break fast 
may your store never exhaust 
For us tome to take to the wing 
We meet tomorrow morning 


“Луа is Shiva", Thakur taught 

This great lesson India forgot 

In this land of the deaf and the dumb 
Who listens to a meek migrant? 
Living on doles in a leaky tent 
Serving sentence for loyalty 
Forsaken even by fast friends 

The beautiful bulbuls of the valley 


E> 
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ERATA 


Instead of 


thoughfull 
Posh-i-MAL 


benifited 
and 
benfic 
raisons 
tamashaof 
chief 
colar 
hullaballo 
lacking 
redicule 
wheather . 


(from Old Man's union) 


criscrossing 

(from chinar's) 
humulity 

(from chinar....) 
afetr 
(from A migrant...) 


celestrial (from To arose.) 


tranquilizer 


Read as 


thoughtful 
Posh-i-Mal 


benefitted 
mens' 
benefic 
raisins 
tamashaat 
chef 

collar 
hullaboo 
lacking, love 
ridicule 
weather 


crisscrossing 


wem 


after 


celestial 
tranquilzer 
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